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%kxt'$  Horn  in  %  air. 


There's  mu 
There's  mu  ■ 
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sic 


the 
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air  , 
air  . 
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When  the  in  -  fant  morn  is  nigh ;  And  faint  its  blush  is 
When  the  noontide's  sul  -  try  beam,  Reflects  a  gold-en 


seen, 
light 


I 


-0 — 0  — 


 -0-  

— p_ 5 — t — £_ 
On    the  bright  and  laughing  sky. 
On    the    dis-tant  mountain  stream. 


 1  0  3— - 


Many  a  harp's  ex  -  tat  -  ic  sound,  With  its  thrill  of 
When  beneath  some  grateful  shade,  Sorrow's  ach-ing 

joy  profound,  While  we 
head  is    laid;  Sweetly 


V — 

st  en  -  chanted  there,  To  the 
to  the  spir- it  there, Comes  the 
2d  time  pp. 


 0- 

mu  -  sic 
mu  -  sic 


-0- 


:3E 

—  0  

the 
the 


m 


air. 
air. 


There's  music  in  the  air, 
When  the  twilight's  gentle  sigh 
Is  lost  on  evening's  breast, 
As  its  pensive  beauties  die. 
Then,  O  then  the  loved  ones  gone, 
Wake  the  pure,  celestial  song  ;  y 
Angel  voices  greet  us  there,  <^ 
In  the  music  in  the  air. 


gM  it  ptls  to  mg  lto%r. 

P.  BUCKLEY. 

1.  See!   ere   the   sun  sinks  behind  those  hills, Ere 

2.  Oh!    say  that  in  bat  -  tie  I've  no-bly  died,  For 


darkness  the  earth  doth    cov-er,  You  will 

Right  and  our  Country's     hon-or;  Like  the 

lay   me    low,   in    the    cold,damp  ground. Break  it 
reap-er's  grain,  fell  the      lead  -  en  rain,  Yet  God 

F'-^-jL^-a-t   r_r_g^.f  ■  , — .  ^__| 

gsntly     to      my  mother!  I     see  her  sweet  sad 

saved  our  star  -  ry    banner!  My  sis-ter,  playmate 

face  on  me  now,and  a  smile  doth  o'er  it   hov-er;  O 
of  boyhood's  years, will  lament  her  fall  -  en  brother;  She 

i  — — T  — i  *c  K  C\  V  Si-T 

God!  I  would  spare  the  tears  that  will  flow,  Break  it 
must   try   to  soothe  our    parent's    woe,      Break  it 

gen-tly   to   my  mother. 

gen-tly   to   my  mother. 


Break  it  gently  to  my  Mother. 


^Alto. 

Good   bye,  my  mother 
"     h     fc  > 

Tenor 


Bass. 


'  Sister,  you  loved  your  brother; 


Comrades,  I  take 


I  JL  JL 


I 


*  J 


/%^\  rr  .    .  ^ZT"^  *» 

— i  Nr — Kt— K — l"/TN-NT"Z"-\ — t  K-  1 — 

l  ,1-0  7z*:  I.:i  j::*-7:rp.>:*  J-  -j-tzlt 

last  fare-well, Break  it  gen-tly        to     my  mother. 


-H  ^ — ^~ 1 V —  1  ^— lK — b  L* 


1)0  %ir  tjpfo  of  me  at  Jwtt? 

n    Moderate  c-  w-  clover. 

1.  Do  they  think  of    me    at  home,  Do  they 


ev  -  er   think  of     me?     I     who  shared  their  every 
grief,     I    who    min-gled     in   their  glee :     Have  their 


hearts  grown  cold  and  stran.se  To  the  one  now  doom'd  to 


—2 — >  — j-*-t  —  

roam?  I  would  give  the  world  to  know,  Do  they 
think  of  me    at   home?    I  would  give  the  world  to 

r  — —  K-t — \—  ^  K 


know,     Do  they  think  of    me     at  home? 

2  Do  they  think  of  me  at  eve  ? 

Of  the  songs  I  used  to  sing? 
Is  the  harp  I  struck  untouched, 

Does  a  stranger  wake  the  string? 
Will  no  kind  forgiving  word 

Come  across  the  raging  foam? 
Shall  I  never  cease  to  sigh 

"Do  they  think  of  me  at  home?" 

3  Do  thy  think  of  how  I  loved 

In  my  happy  early  days? 
Do  they  think  of  him  who  came, 

But  could  never  win  their  praise? 
I  am  happy  by  his  side, 

And  from  mine  he'll  never  roam. 
But  my  heart  will  sadly  ask, 

"Do  they  think  of  me  at  home. 


-v — v  ^  ]/  i/-  . 

Mother, is  the  battle    oyer?    Thousands,    thousands  have  been 
RitarcL  Parlando. 

-f-  -0- 

they  say,      Is  nay    Father  coming?  tell  me, 
Rit.  A  tempa. 


&  •  f     f     +     f  f 

>     £    £    2    £  -fe 

?Has   our   ar  -  my  gain'd  the  day  ? 


5=3fc 


is      he  wounded?     Mother  do  you  think  he's  slain  ? 


 ±_^_^  , — fca^czp  


If  you  know,l   pray  you   tell  me 
 -JR. 


Will  my  father 

Smorz. 


>come  a  -  gam : 


Wl   my  fa   -  ther  come  again? 


2  Mother  dear,  you're  always  sighing, 
Since  you  last  the  paper  read; 
Tell  me  why  you  now  are  crying? 

Why  that  cap  is  on  your  head? 
Ahl  I  see  you  cannot  tell  me, 

Father's  one  among  the  slain; 
Although  he  loved  us  very  dearly^ 
He  will  never  come  again j 


°§fst\i  me  to  sleep,  !to%r. 

it  With  Expression. 

1.  Backward,  turn  backward, O  Time, in  your  flight, 

2.  Backward,  flow  backward, O  sad  tide  of  years, 
-rN— 


Make  me 
I  am 


child 
wea- 


a  -  gain,  just 
ry    of  toils 


for 
and 


to-night  ; 
of  tears, 


Mother,  come  back  from  the  ech  -  o  -  less  shore, 
Toils  without    re  -  compense,  tears    all    in  vain, 


gain  to 
Take  them,  and  give  me 


— 5 — 2-1  -i 

our  heart  as    of   yore  • 


p  --p^=zq=iq 


your  heart  as 
my  childhood 
*M"N  1- 


yore; 
gain. 


Kiss  from  my  forehead 
I   have  grown  wea  -  ry 


the  furrows  of 
of  dust     and  de 


care, 
cay, 


F~1  -V-N] 

hiz — t-j 

Smooth  the  few 
Wea  -  ry  of 

A  tempo. 


sil  -  ver  threads  out  of  my 
flinging   my  soul-wealth  a 


hair,, 
way,. 


nit  w  

-p — 9  #— 

 c 

b~*    *    *  ■ 

Weary  of 


sow  -  rng   that  others 

Cresc. 


may  reap. 


Rock  me    to  sleep,  mother,  rock  me  Tito 
Sock  me    to  sleep,  mother,  rock  me  to  slec 


'to  sleep. 


m 


Rock  me  to  sleep,  Moth  eh. 

Ores.. 


Alto.  \        V  .    J  ^    \        S      >      '      ^  V 

1.  O  -  ver   my  slumbers,  your  loving  watch  keep, 

2.  Weary     of    sowing,  that  others    may  reap, 

3.  Slumber's  soft  calm,  o'er  my 

4.  Come  from  the  silence 


Bass 

=1= 


-V- 


heavy  lids  creep, 
long  and  so  deep, 

.11  j£l 


0^-0- 


■A — 


✓     i         r     r*    ^  &  o-  f 


E3E  J 


Rock  me  to  sleep, 
-F— — * 


mother, 


V  1 
rock  me 
N 


to  sleep. 


T-0- — 0^-0.- 

! 

3  Over  my  heart  in  the  days  that  are  flown, 
No  love  like  thine,  mother,  ever  has  shown, 
No  other  worship  abides  and  endures, 
Faithful,  unselfish,  and  patient  like  yours, 
None  like  a  mother  can  charm  away  pain, 
From  the  sad  soul  and  the  world  weary  brain, 
Slumber's  soft  calm  o'er  my  heavy  lids  creep, 

Reck  me  to  sleep,  &c. 

4  Mother,  dear  mother,  the  years  have  been  long, 
Since  I  last  hush'd  to  your  lullaby  song, 
Many  a  summer  the  grass  has  grown  green, 
Blossom'd  and  faded  our  faces  between  ; 

Yet  with  strong  yearning  and  passionate  pain, 
Long  I  to-night  for  your  presence  again  ; 
Come  from  the  silence  so  long  and  so  deep, 
Rock  mo  to  sleep,  &c. 


10  Jutgels,  mjr  J);trlmg,  toill  rotfe  %t  to  slwp. 

T7*       %i_  »  f—M-+.-0..±p.^-f—m^  i  j  ,__  J. 


1.  My  child,  ah  my  child!  thou  art  wea-ry  to - 
2.  "Backward?"  say  on  -  ward!  ye         swift  rolling 


1     1  .  : 

— 1  U= 

:-sd-=t: 

*  

L  * 

night;  Thy  spir  -  it  is  sad,  and  dim  is  the 
years;  Gird  on   thy     ar  -   mor,, keep  back  thy 


i  1 — *  r  * 

=1=^   ^  J 

:.=5  ,  ^     '-tt  t—t::: 

light;  Thou  wouldst  call  me  back   from  the  ech  -  o  -  less 
tears!..--     Count  not  thy  trials,nor  efforts  in 


_4 


i 


shore,  To  the  tri  -  afs  of  life,  to  thy 
vain,   They  will    bring  thee    the     light      of  thy 


0  ■  0- 


j  iij  Wm 


-he 


heart  as  of  yore,  Thou  longest  a  -  gain  for  my 
childhood  a  -  gain.         Ye  should  not  wea-ry  my 


fond  lov  -  ing 
child   by  the 


care, 
wav, 


For  my  kiss  on  thy 
But  watch  for  the 


s-—  -g=^— f— 1 — — — *~  1 — j— ^  ,~f  ~I 


cheek,  For  my  hand  on  thy 
light         of  that      bright  -  er 


hair,  But 
day;  Not 


N.  B.  For  the  Chorus,  the  Alto  Tenor  and  Bass  will  sing  only  th* 
words —  Sleep  soft,  &c* 


Angels  my  darling  will  rock  thee  to  sleep. 
Sop.  CnoRUS. 
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Alto. 


^^^^ 


angels 
tir  -  ed 
Tenor,  i 


a  -  round  thee  their  lov-ing  watch  keep, 
of     "sowing  for   oth  -  ers    to  reap/' 


And 
For 


soft! 


Sleep 


softl 


peace,   rest        in     peace,     in  peace. 

3  Tired  my  child  of  the  "base  the  untrue," 
O  I  have  tasted  the  cap  they  give  you, 
I've  felt  the  deep  sorrow  in  the  living  green 
Of  a  low  mossy  grave  by  a  silvery  stream ; 
But  the  dear  mother  I  sought  for  in  vain, 
Is  an  angel  presence,  and  with  me  again, 

And  in  the  still  night,  from  the  silence  so  deep, 
Will  come  the  bright  angels  to  "rock  me  to  sleep." 

4  Nearer  thee  now  than  in  days  that  are  flown 
Purer  the  love  light  encircling  thy  home, 
Far  more  enduring  the  watch  for  to-night, 
Than  even  earth  worship  away  from  the  light, 
Soon  the  dark  shadows  will  linger  no  more, 
Nor  come  at  thy  call  from  the  opening  door, 

But  know  thou  my  child,  that  the  angels  watch  keep, 
And  soon,  very  soon  they  will  "rock  thee  to  sleep.'* 


12    §mtfA  jpt  of  mti\  to  mt  h  f  am. 


c^z__.^_i  ^^.i^-^q.! 

1.  The   dearest  spot  of  earth  to  me  Is  home,sweet 

2.  I've  taught  my  heart  the  way  to  prize  My  home,sweet 


—0- 


home, 
home. 


The  fai  -  ry 
I've  learn'd  to 




land  I've  long'd  to  see 
look    with  lov  -  ers  eyes 


Is 
On 


home, sweet  home.  There  how  charm'd  the  sense  of  hearing, 
home, sweet  dome.  There  where  vows  are  tru  -  ly  plighted, 


^3 


There  where  hearts  are  so  en  -  dearin^, 
There  where  hearts  are  so  u  -  nit  -  ed, 


ill 


AU 
All 


the  world  is 
the  world  be- 


not 
sides 


so  cheer  -  ing 
I've  slight  -  ed 


As  home,  sweet  home. 
For  home,  sweet  home. 


— 9  X 

The 
The 


 — g—  #— - 


dear  -  est  spot 
dear  -  est  spot 


of  girth  to. 
of  earth  to 


me 
me 


is  home, 
is  home, 


=$3 

sweet 
sweet 


home.  The  fair-y  land  I've  longed  to  see  is 
home.  The  fair-y  land  I've  longed  to  see  is 


home, 
home, 


sweet  home, 
eweet  home. 


$eaft  me  a  letter  front  |)onie. 
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WORDS  BY  W.  D.  SMITH,  JR. 


ALFRED  BARTON. 


a      let  -  ter      from  home  to  -  night,  OIl 


Read  me 


let  -  ter   from      home  ; 


Falling  like 


'it,    O'er  paths      f  so 


rays    of     sweet     sun  -  shine,  bright,    O'er  paths 


drear  - i 


It     will    be   precious  as 


wmmmmmmm 

morning's      glow,  When  night's  hours  of        sor  -  row  are 

z0fcfFm^u\  j  ■  j  i 

past,      'Twill      bring      me  scenes  that   no    more  I'll 


know,       And  hours  which  were  too  bright  to      last. . . . 

ii^piiillirailil 

Read    me        a      let  -  ter      from  home        to  -  night,      Oh  I 


home. 


~w  :  

read      me       a  let  -  ter  from 

2  Read  me  the  kind  words  of  mother  dear, 

So  loving,  so  tender  and  true, 
Sweet  as  a  voice  from  a  heavenly  sphere, 

And  bringing  her  loved  form  to  view. 
Once  more  I  gaze  on  her  smile  so  sweet, 

Again  I  am  happy  and  free. 
Stopping  the  progress  of  time's  swift  feet, 

Oh!  blissful  were  those  days  to  me. 
Read  me  a  letter  from  home  to-night, 

Oh*!  read  me  a  letter  from  home. 


14 


Can  latest  mtr? 


BERNARD  COVERT. 


2  >^-5-±  # — ta!^Lr5z3p-gii 

1.  I  am    "writing  0  to  you  mother,  Knowing 


p^ZZjZZZ^z^ZZ\-^Zi:MZ. 

well  what  you  will  say,  When  you  read  with  tearful  fondness  what  I 


-f— ft— * 


r--?_*z,_.*-i.iyr^.. 


— *r—  V- 


write  to  you   to-day  Knowing  well  the  flame  of  ar-dor  on 


5  *  •  *  i  P  Et 

loy  -  al  mother'spart,  That  will  kindle  with  each  impulse,  with  each 


throbbing  of  your  heart.  I  have  heard  my  country  calling  for  her 


 ^ — 


sons  that  still  are  true  ;  I  have  loved  that  country,mother,  on  -  ly 


-V- 


-V- 


--^--0- 


0  —3  # 


next  to  God  and  you ;  And  my  soul  is  springing  forward  to  re- 


•1st  her  bitter  foe;CanI  go,my  dearest  mother?tell  me,mother,car  I  go? 


Can  i  go,  dearest  Mother? 


15 


2 

JVom  the  battered  walls  of  Sumter,from  the  wild  waves  of  the  sea, 
I  have  heard  her  cry  for  succor,  as  the  voice  of  God  to  me; 
In  prosperity  I  loved  her,  in  her  days  of  dark  distress; 
With  your  spirit  in  me,  mother,  could  I  love  that  country  less? 
They  have  pierced  her  heart  with  treason,they  have  caused  her 

[sons  to  bleed, 

They  have  robbed  her  in  her  kindness,  they  have  triumphed  in 

[her  need , 

They  have  trampled  on  her  standard, and  she  calls  me  in  her  woe 
Can  I  go,  my  dearest  mother  ?  tell  me,  mother,  can  I  go  ? 

3 

I  am  voting  and  slender,mother,they  would  call  me  yet  a  boy, 
But  I  know  the  land  I  live  in,  and  the  blessings  I  enjoy; 
I  am  old  enough,  my  mother,  to  be  loyal,  proud  and  true, 
To  the  faithful  sense  of  duty  I  have  ever  learned  from  you. 
We  must  conquer  this  rebellion:  let  the  doubting  heart  be  still: 
We  must  conquer  it  or  perish.  We  must  conquer, and  we  will ! 
But  the  faithful  must  not  falter,  and  shall  I  be  wanting  ?  No ! 
Bid'me  go  my,  dearest  mother!  tell  me,  mother,  can  I  go  1 
4 

He  Who  leu  his  chosen  people,  in  their  efforts  to  be  free 
From  the  tyranny  of  Egypt,  will  be  merciful  to  me  ; 
Will  protect  me  by  His  power,  whatsoe'er  I  undertake; 
Will  return  me  home  in  safety, dearest  mother,for  your  sake. 
Or  should  this. my  bleeding  country,need  a  victim  such  as  me, 
I  am  nothing  more  than  others  who  have  perished  to  be  free; 
On  her  bosom  let  me  slumber,  on  her  altar  let  me  die; 
I  am  not  afraid,  my  mother,  in  so  good  a  cause  to  die. 
5 

There  will  come  a  day  of  gladness,when  the  people  of  the  Lord 
Shrill  look  proudly  on  their  banner, whichHis  mercy  has  restor'  , 
When  the  stars  in  perfect  number,  on  their  azure  field  of  blue, 
Shall  be  clustered  hi  a  Union,  then  and  ever  firm  and  true: 
1  may  live  to  see  it,  mother,  when  the  patriot's  work  is  done, 
And  your  heart  so  full  of  kindness,  will  beat  proudly  for  your  sos  , 
Or  thro'  years  your  eyes  may  see  it  with  a  sadly  tho'tful  view, 
And  may  love  it  still  more  dearly  for  the  cost  it  won  from  you. 
6 

I  have  written  to  you,  mother,  with  a  consciousness  of  right; 
I  am  thinking  of  you  fondly,  with  a  loval  heart  to-night: 
When  I  have  your  noble  bidding, which  shall  tell  me  to  press  on, 
I  will  come  and  kiss  yon,mother,come  and  kiss  vou,and  be  gone. 
In  the  sacred  n«me  of  Freedom,  and  my  countrv  as  her  due, 
In  the  name  of  Law  and  Justice,  I  have  written  this  to  you. 
I  am  eager,  anxious,  longing  to  resist  my  country's  foe; 
Shall  I  go,  my  dearest  mother?  tell  me,  mother/Shall  I  go? 


F.  B.  THOMAS. 

:^^-^It==^I=^'^I^:::=:=:::  #4^=#=^ 

1.  How    can      I      leave      thee  !  From  thee  how 


~zzf      ZZ?     =]  : 

■  q  — K  ^r- 

#    #  - 

Ht-      *       *  : 

Ezi:  3  t\ 

can        I         part !    Thou     on    -   ly      hast     my  heart, 

~H             ::  q   ?  J  e      »  * 

U    1  -i» 

Dear  one"  be  -  lieve.      Thou    hast   this      soul      of  mine, 


-  0    ft  #- 

=3 

So      close  -  ly   hound      to       thine,  No        oth    -  er 


=  f  ■ 

-  J 

can 

I 

love,  Save 

thee  a 

lone  ! 

2  JBlue  is  a  floweret 

Called  the  " Forge t-me-not," 
Wear  it  upon  thy  heart, 
And  think  of  me ! 
Floweret  and  hope  may  die, 
Yet  love  with  us  shall  stay, 
That  cannot  pass  away, 
Dear  one  believe. 

3  Would  I  a  bird  were ! 
Soon  at  thy  side  to  be, 
Falcon  nor  hawk  would  fear, 
Speeding  to  thee. 

When  by  the  fowler  slain, 
I  at  thy  "feet  should  lie, 
Thou  sadly  should'st  complain, 
Joyful  I'd  die! 


17 


GECRQE  BARKER. 


1— V-u<-,i* 


I'm  leaving  thee  in  sorrow,  Annie,  I'm  leaving  thee  in 


J  U  


a  long  time,  An  -  nie,  Per- 


haps 


many         years.  But  'tis  more  Jdnd  to  part  now, 

/ 


dearest,  Thau   linger  here  in  pain  ;  To  weep  o'er  joys  that  once  were 
ing,   But  ne'er  may  shine  a  -  gain ....    But  ne'er  may  shine  a- 


gain.   I'm    leaving  thee,but  weep  not,  Annie,  I'll  come  back  yet  to 
^      Cres.  ^  lib.^™^ 

4hee,  And  bring  some  hope  and  comfort,  Annie,  To  one  so  dear  to  me. 

2  I'm  thinking  of  the  past,  clear  Annie, 

Thy  locks  were  bright  as  gold; 
Thy  smile  was  soft,  but  now,  dear  Annie, 

Our  hearts  seem  growing  old. 
Yet  'tis  not  time  has  stole  the  blossoms 

From  off  thy  cheek  so  fair ; 
'Twas  winter  came  too  soon  upon  us, 

And  chill'd  the  flow'rets  there, 
I'm  leaving  thee,  but  weep  not,  Annie, 

For  when  I've  passed  yon  sea, 
I'll  gather  hope  and  comfort,  Annie, 

And  briag  them  baek  to  thee. 


18 


A.  SEDGWICK. 


-'•-□zr::r 


1.  O-  ver  the  mcuntam  and   o  -  ver  the  rntaor, 

E5z=zzzz_t?zz=z  Lifiii^*-^  =V=  -i 

Hungry  and  barefoot  I  wander  fcrlorn ;  My  father  is  dead  and  my 
mother  is-  poor,And she  grieves  for  the  days  that  will  saver  jfftfeopi ! 


Pi  -  ty  -kind  gen  -  tie  -  men ,  Friends  of  hu-  maa  -  i  -  ty, 
 ,  .  ^  y  — ^  ^  /Ty 

the-  nigl 
— Kf.  


Cold'  blows   the    wind,    And.  the   night's  eora--  rag  ©»;- 


1+2 


Give   me  some  food     for   my     mother,.     for   char  -  i  -  ty, 

 /T*- 


Give      me    some  food,   And  then    I       will      be  gone. 


be  gone. 

2  Call  me  not  lazy  back'd  beggar  and  bold  enough,, 

Fain  would  I  learn,  both  to- knit  and  to  sew; 
Pve  two  little  brothers  at  home, when  they're  old  enough! 

They  will  work,  hard  for  the  gifts  you  bestow!' 
Pity  kind' gentlemen,,  friends  of  humanity, 

Cold  blows  the  wind  and  the  night's  coming  on ; 
Give  me  some  food  for  my  mother  for  charity, 

Give  me  some  food  and  then  £  will  be  gone.. 
3'  Think  while  you  revel  so  careless  and  free, 

Secure  from  the  wind,  and  weU  clothed  and  fed,, 
Should  fortune  so  change  it  how  hard  it  would  be,. 

To  beg  at  a  door  for  a  morsel  of  bread!: 
Pity  kind  gentlemen,  friends  of  humanity, 

Cold  blows  the  wind,  and  the  nights  coming  oa^ 
©ive  me  some  food  for  my  mother  for  charity, 

Give  me  some  food,,  and  then  I  will  be  gone,* 


FOLEY  HALL. 

: — —/ — v  1      jj^     — 1  *  -1 

1.  Ev-er    of  thee, I'm  fondly  dream  ing,Thy  gentle  voice,my 

-K-n  


 :lt=:_p — 5        r.^^_  H._^_a_^  

spirit  can  cheer  ;  Thou  wert  the  star  that. mild  -   ly  beaming, 
■H  V  — 1\ — I  Kt  «V5  -1  T~7Tzr.  * 5  * 

 t —  tz-s-  V  £ 


Shone  o'er  my  path  when  all  was  dark  and  drear.  Still  in  my  heart, thy 


Rail. 


form   I      cher  -  ish,  Ev'ry  kind  tho't,like  a  bird.fiies  to  thee  :  Ah! 
Tempo. 

never    till  life  and  mem  -  'ry  perish,       Can   I   forget  how 

dear  thou  art  to   me.  Morn, noon, and  night,where'er  I  may  be, 
Piu  lento.  Rail. 


Fondly  I'm  dreaming  ever  of  thee, Fondly  I'm  dreaming  ever  of  thee. 

2  Ever  of  thee,  when  sad  and  lonely, 

Wand'ring  afar,  my  soul  joyed  to  dwell; 
Ah!  then  I  felt  I  loved  thee  only, 

All  seemed  to  fade,  before  affecrion's  spell. 
Years  have  not  chilled  the  love  I  cherish, 

True  as  the  stars  hath  my  heart  been  to  thee; 
Ah!  never  till  life  and  mem'ry  perish, 

Can  I  forget  how  dear  thou  art  to  me, 
Morn,  noon  and  night,  where'er  I  may  be, 

Fondly  I'm  dreaming,  ever  of  thee. 
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3  


AMATEUR. 


1.  'Tis  midnight  hour,   the   moon   shines  bright,  The 


:±5=r*zr 


~\  Nr — 1  '  1  — 

 Nr~*  *  


dew-drops  blaze  be  -  neath   her  ray,   The  twinkling  stars,  their 


trembling     light,  Like   beauty's  eyes  '  dis  -  play  ; 


Then 


£3: 

•-^^^-I^^s  ^  CI 

i_  *T-0- 1 


sleep   no   more,tho'  round  thy  heart, Some  ten 


der  dream  may 

Ritard. 


i  -  dly  play,  For   midnight  song  with     mag  -  ic 
Ad  Hb. 


art,  Shall 


chase 


that 


dream 


9 

way. 


2  'Tis  midnight  hour,  from  flower  to  flower, 

The  wayward  zephyr  floats  along, 
Or  lingers  in  the  shaded  bower, 

To  hear  the  night-birds'  song. 
Then  sleep  no  more,  though  round  thy  heart, 

Some  tender  dream  may  idly  play, 
For  midnight  song,  with  magic  art, 

Shall  chase  that  dream  away. 


f  a  bright  3mlt  Immls  me  still.  21 

BRIGHTON. 

1,  ;Tis     years  since  last    we    met.       And  we 
__j  0  p  — ■—  Nr  j  K  NT 

HH   ■      1  *f 

may  not  meet  again  ;       1  have  struggled  to    for  -  get,    But  the 

  _      ^  c  A  kA_A  

struggle  was  in     Tain  ;  For  her  voice  lives  on  the  breeze,  And  her 

spirit   comes  at     will ;       In    the  midnight  on  the  seas,    Her  " 

Ral(.  fr        >-    A  tempo. 
p-n —  y_^v  j  -r  - 

t  5  -pl-t — 5 — 5ti  

bright  smile  haunts  me  still.  For  her  voice  lives  on  the  breeze,  And  her 

spirit  comes  at  will;  In  the  midnight,on  the  seas, Her  bright  smile  ham  ta 

me  still 

2  At  the  first  sweet  dawn  of  light, 
When  I  gaze  upon  the  deep, 

Her  form  still  greets  my  sight, 

While  the  stars  their  vigils  keep: 
When  I  ciose  mine  aching  eyes, 
Sweet  dreams  my  senses  fill; 
And  from  sleep  when  I  arise, 

Her  bright  smile  haunts  me  still. 
When  I  close,  &c. 

3  I  have  sailed  'neath  alien  skies, 
I  have  trod  the  desert  path, 

I  have  seen  the  storm  arise 

Like  a  giant  in  his  wrath  ; 
Every  danger  I  have  known, 

That  a  reckless  life  can  fill; 
Yet  her  presence  is  not  flown, 

Her  bright  smile  haunts  me  still. 
Every  danger,  &c. 


22  Iftmg  toatg  $8f. 

Allegro  moderate*. 
r~G  ?i  fY  r — N  N  S  V  K  1 

1.  The     lone  -  ly     day     at    last,    In  pain  and 


woe  has  passed, The  lonely  day,at  last,  In  pain  and  woe  has  passed.  And 


vening  shadows  find  me  weeping, When  I  my  window  raise, Upon  the 

 Wi*tH# *-^^-± 

night  to  gaze,  Yet  am  I  weeping,  while  all  fire  sleeping.  When  I  my 
Decres.  Hit 


9  -a  -I-*-*  -<§  ^  0  9  -0 

window  raise, Upon  the  night  to  gaze, let  am  1  weeping, while  all  are 

sleeping. 

2  Pie  often  said  to  me, 

When  sad  my  heart  might  be 

For  me.  sometime,  shalt  Lhou  be  weeping. 

When  I  have  left  thee  lone, 

And  far  away  have  gone, 

Shalt  thou  be  weeping,  when  all  are  sleeping. 

3  Oh,  better  far  to  me 

Than  silent  death  would  be, 

To  live  and  mourn,  his  memory  keeping. 

For  he  might  come  again, 

Upon  his  heart  to  strain, 

And  say:  thou'rt  inine,love;  oh  stay  thy  weeping! 

4  Oh  Lord!  my  love  is  dead! 
To  Thee  his  soul  is  fled. 

My  heart  and  soul  were  in  his  keeping. 

Ne'er  shall  I  see  him  more ! 

For  that  I  grieve  so  sore ; 

For  that  am  weeping,  when  all  are  sleeping. 


#J  MATER. 

l  j"  I  '-0-i0   It-?-1*  I 


i.  ©h,praise  anHaiikslBe  Lord  he  come  to  set  the  people 
free;  An'  mas  -  sa    tink  it   day  oh  doom, An'  we   ob  ju-bli- 


ec.         De  Lord  dat  heap  de  Red  Sea  wares, He  jus 'as'trong  as 

den  •  He  say  de  word:  we  las'nigkt  slaves;Tc-day,de  Lord's  freemen. 
^Air.  Chsrus. 


Alto 


>  I  i  I    ✓  I    f      <#-  K       1  1 


De  yam  will  grow,de  cotton  bloWjWe'll  hab  the  rice  ati  corn :  Oh, 
K    i    ;    i     >  lit 

-Bass,  -^-fe-L_5-If-i=i=5JZ±i^;f tp=4d: 
nebber  you  fear,  if  nebber  you  hear  De  Driver  blow  his  horn  ! 

*  "7  r  ^=N==*Mt=ff=f^» 


2  Ole  massa  on  he  trabbles  gone; 

He  leab  de  land  behind: 
De  Lord's  breff  blow  him  furder  on, 

Like  corn-shuck  in  de  wind. 
We  own  de  hoe,  we  own  de  plow^ 

We  own  de  hands  dat  hold; 
We  sell  de  pig,  we  sell  de  cow, 

But  neber  chile  be  sold. 
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3  We  pray  de  Lord:  he  gib  us  signs, 

Dat  some  day  we  be  free; 
Dc  Norf  wind  tell  it  to  de  pines, 

De  wild  duck  to  de  sea; 
We  tink  it  when  de  church-bell  rings. 

We  dream  it  in  de  dream ;  . 
De  rice-bird  mean  it  when  he  singr 

De  eagle  when  he  scream. 

4  We  know  de  promise  nebber  fail. 

An'  nebber  lie  c£e  word  ; 
So,  like  de  'postles  in  de  jail, 

We  waited  for  de  Lord : 
An'  now  he  open  ebery  door,. 

Anr  trow  away  de  key; 
He  tink  we  lub  him  so  before, 

We  lub  him  better  free. 

 -<--=:^»  

$raw  f  atari*. 

iaffiisiiiiiii! 

1.  Max- weJ ton's  banks  are  "bonny  where  ear-ly  falls  the 

F= — — f  :izlz=J=q.qcd=_K  1 

— — M-  

dew,  And  'twas  there  that  Annie  Lawrie  gave  me  her  promise  ~ 
true,    Gave  me    her    promise     true,    And    ne'er  forget  will 

iig:|iiiiSlpiip!il 

I,   But  for  bonnie  Annie    Lawrie,  I'd  lay  me  down  aM  die. 

2  Her  brow  is  like  the  snaw-drift,her  throat  is  like  the  swan: 
Her  face  is  the  fairest  that  e'er  the  sun  shone  on ; 

That  e'er  the  sun  shone  on,  and  dark  blue  is  her  e'e; 
And  for  bonnie  Annie  Lawrie  I'd  lay  me  down  and  die. 

3  Like  dew  on  the  gowan  lying  is  the  fa'  o'  her  fairy  feet, 
And  like  winds  in  summer  sighing,her  voice  is  low  and  sweet: 
Her  voice  is  low  and  sweet,  and  she  is  a'  world  to  me, 

And  for  bonnie  Annie  Lawrie  I'd  lay  me  down  and  die. 


25    M\m  lajpg  nraits  marrljittg  f  am*. 

LOUIS  LAMBERT. 

aSo/o.  Chorus. 

1.  When  Johnny  comes  marching  home  again, Hurrah, hur- 
Solo.  Chorus. 


rah,       We'll  give  him  a  hearty    welcome  then,  Hurrah,  hur- 

.rah  ;    The  men  will  cheer,  the  boys  will  shout, The  ladies,they  will 
Chorus. 


all  turn  out,  And  we'll  all  feel  gay,  When  Johnny  comes  marching  home, 

2  The  old  church  bell  will  peal  with  joy, 

Hurrah,  hurrah, 
To  welcome  home  our  darling  boy, 

Hurrah,  hurrah; 
The  village  lads  and  lassies  say, 

With  roses  they  will  strew  the  way, 
And  we'll  all  £eel  gay, 

When  Johnny  comes  marching  home. 

3  Get  ready  for  the  Jubilee, 

Hurrah,  hurrah, 
We'IUgive  the  hero  three  times  three, 

Hurrah,  hurrah ; 
The  laurel  wreath  is  ready  now, 

To  place  upon  his  loyal  brow, 
And  we'll  all  feel  gay/ 

When  Johnny  comes  marching  home. 

4  Let  love  and  friendship  on  that  day, 

Hurrah,  hurrah, 
Their  choicest  treasures  then  display, 

Hurrah,  hurrah, 
And  let  each  one  perform  some  part, 

To  fill  with  joy  the  warrior's  heart, 
And  we'll  all  feel  gay, 

When  Johnny  comes  marching  home. 


26  lento. 

If  HON.  MRS.  NORTON. 

1.  Soft  o'er  the  fountain, Ling'ring  falls  the  southern  moon; 


F=3' 


hzzlz 


zz£zzzzh\ 


zz\zzz^}r^zzz$zz]zzzzz\-- 


Far        o'er  the  mountain 


Breaks  the  day  too  soon! 


zz^zz^^z^z^zfzzhzz^— Jpi^^Sf 


In  thy  dark  eye's  splendor,  Where  the  warm  light  loves  to  dwell, 
Slower. 


Weary     looks,  yet  ten-der, 
J.  tempo. 

 S>5-T— ,  1  T  1 

I  1  tH  '  art-  V~  S—  i 


Speak  their  fond  farewell! 


Ni  -  ta!  Jua-ni  -    ta!  Ask    thy  soul    if  we  should  part! 

Tenderly. 

Ni  -  ta!    Jua  -  ni  -  ta!  Lean  thou  on     my  heart. 

2  When  in  thy  dreaming, 

Moons  like  these  shall  shine  again, 
And  daylight  beaming, 

Prove  thy  dreams  are  vain. 
Wilt  thou  not,  relenting,  % 

For  thine  absent  lover  sigh, 
In  thy  heart  consenting, 

To  a  prayer  gone  by? 
Nita!  Juaiiita! 

Let  me  linger  by  thy  side! 
Nita!  Juanita! 

Be  my  own  fair  bride! 


mm  mi  pi  h  fflijf 


What  will  you  do  Love  ! 
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goiug,    AVith  white  sail  flowing,  The  seas 


beyond?  What  will  you' 
Rail. 


do  love,when  waves  divide  us, And  friends  may  chide  us  for  be-ing 


** — K 


fond.-'  Tho'  waves  divide  us, And  friends  be  chiding,  In  faith  a  - 
bid  -  ing,  I'll  still  be   true  ;  And  I'll  pray  for  thee  on  the  stormy 


IIIIe^t 


 M  #  #___^-J._J#-__XZ 


9  -  cean,    In   deep    de  -  vo  -  tion,  That's  what  I'll  do. 


2  What  will  you  do  love,  if  distant  tidings, 
Thy  fond  confidings  should  undermine; 
And  I  abiding  'neath  sultry  skies, 

Should  think  other  eyes  were  as  bright  as  thine? 
Oh!  name  it  not!  though  guilt  and  shame  ' 
Were  on  thy  name,  I'd  still  be  true, 
But  that  heart  of  thine,  should  another  share  it, 
I  could  not  bear  it,  what  would  I  do  ? 

3  What  would  you  do  love,  when  home  returning, 
With  hopes  high  burning,  with  wealth  for  you, 
If  my  bark  which  bounded  o'er  foreign  foam, 
Shonld  be  lost  near  home,  All !  what  would  you  do  ? 
So  thou  wert  spared,  I'd  bless  the  morrow, 

In  want  and  sorrow,  that  left  me  you! 

And  I'd  welcome  thee  from  the  wasting  billow, 

This  heart  thy. pillow,  that's  what  I'S  do! 


J.  It.  THOMAS. 


ij},n»jffbjj^y^ 

1.  Thinking  of  old  times, Hopes  ne'er  to  be,  Speaking  of 
old   friends  Far  o  er  the  sea;  Distance  can  change  not  Dear  ones  like 

tWmwmwmimimi 

you,  Fortune  estrange  not  Hearts  that  are  true  Thus  in  the 

twilight,Fond  tho'ts  will  stray  Back  to  the  old  homes, Homos  faraway! 
The  following  Chorus  may  be  sung,  or  omitted,  at  pleasure. 
■0  -.-z*  r— 1  r— 1— 


•  i  \J        i  ! ,  t     .  -  1 


Homes  far 
Friends  far 


a  -  way 
a  -  way, 


Far, 
Far, 


far 
far 


a  -  way, 
a  -  way. 


 ®  & 

-CT-i — 0 


-0- 


— 0  ---^-j-p— E-p-f-j— — w — p-t-f1-  -t 


Homes,  far 
Friends  far 


-jr~^  — — 

 1  HL  ._ 

■E 

 #---2— 

i           i  ✓ 

L-P"4  ' 

1 

-  way, 

Far,    far     a  - 

way! 

-  way, 

Far,     far     a  - 

way ! 

 — F— *~T~  I 


0,  'mid  the  old  friends 

I  no  more  see, 
Is  there  a  kind  thought 

Ever  for  me  V 
If  there's  bflt  one  hope, 

One  wish  though  vain, 


If  there's  but  one  sigh, 
Til  not  complain ; 

Thus  in  the  twilight, 
Tears  oft  will  stray, 

Thinking  of  old  friends, 
Friends  far  away! 


Ik  £tooft  nf  §mki  f  ill- 
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Allegretto. 


1.  He  lay  upon  his  dying  bed  ;  His  eye  was  growing 

_3riz>_>  ^  *-t_j__^_ 


dim,  When  with  a     feeble    voice  he  called  His  weeping  son  to 

"  ^  ^■T'A-m-  -0—0~'~*~r0  —  B— f :=1— 


p=^!ht :       -  £=t  ji — r~[      |       f— t^f 

him  :  "Weep  not,  my  boy!"  the  vet'ran  said,    I  bow  to  Heav'n's  high, 
will — But  quickly  from  yon   antlers  bring  The  Sword  of  Bunker 

Hill ;  But  quickly  from  yon  antlers  bring  The  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill; 

2  The  sword  was  brought,  the  Soldier's  eye 

Lit  with  a  sudden  flame; 
And  as  he  grasped  the  ancient  blade, 

He  murmured  Warren's  name: 
Then  said  my  boy,  I  leave  you  gold — 

But  what  is  richer  still, 
I  leave  you,  mark  me,  mark  me  now — 

The  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill. 

3  'Twas  on  that  dread,  immortal  day, 

I  dared  the  Briton's  band, 
A  Captain  raised  this  blade  on  me — 

I  tore  it  from  his  hand  : 
And  while  the  glorious  battle  raged, 

It  lightened  freedom's  will — 
For  boy,  the  God  of  freedom  blessed 

The  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill. 

4  "0.  keep  the  Sword!"— his  accents  broke — 

A  smile —  and  he  was  dead — 
But  his  wrinkled  hand  still  grasped  the  blade, 

Upon  that  dying  bed. 
The  son  remains ;  the  sword  remains — 

Its  glory  growing  still — 
And  twenty  millions  bless  the  sire, 

And  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill. 


L.  D.  GLIDDEN. 


30        |  \m  jiff  flfftkr  imk 

1.  The  midnight  stars  are  gleaming  Upon  her  silent 


grave,  Where  £ 
l  1  


leepeth  without  dreaming,  The  one 


we  could 


not 


cloud  of 


— > —  :J 


heap 


ing  Its 


shadow    o'er          my  brow.. 


weep    -  - 


Oh!  blame  me  not 
Ad  lib. 

no      moth   -    er  now. 
3 

No  mother  now  to  bless  me, 
With  love  sincere  and  true, 
No  mother  to  caress  me, 


But  not  alone  she  lieth, 
One  angel  child  is  there, 
No  more  for  her  she  sigheth, 

For  death  hath  joined  the  pair;  As  she  was  wont  to  do; 
Together  sweetly  sleeping,     No  mother!  grief  is  heaping 
Beneath  the  locust  bough,      Its  shadows  o'er  ray  brow, 
Oh !  blame  me  not  for  weeping,  Oh !  blame  me  not  for  weeping, 
1  have  no  mother  now.  I  have  no  mother  now. 


9      9  .  „ 


Itff  Labis'  ir«, 

BERNARD  COVERT. 


hor 


1.  Jeff  Davis  awoke 


-V  — 

ble  dream, 


-? 


one  mora1  from  a  dream,  A 
~N  ~ —  

hor 


-9  wi 

r*  •  ble  dream ;  lie 


Jeff  Davis'  Dream. 
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jump'd  out  of  bed  with  a   ter  -  ri-ble  scream, A  ter  -  rible  scream  gave 
he. . . .      He  dream'd  that  a  mudsill  stood  close  by  his  bed,  In  the 

garb  of  a  Zouave,  in  flan  -  -  nel  red :  With  a 
noose  iaade  of  hemp,  slipping      o   -  ver    his   head,  Saying, 

eome      a   -     long       trai  -  tor      "with  me.  

2  Jeff  Davis  he  stared, he  trembled  and  shook; 

He  was  mightily  scared,  and  by  friends  all  forsook; 

For  a  very  long  passage  he  knew  he  was  booked, 

He  knew  he  was  booked  did  he. 

He  stood  all  aghast,  as  he  viewed  a  strange  scrawl, 

It  was  the  hand  writing  he  had  seen  on  the  wall, 

Predicting  at  once,  secession's  downfall; 

What  a  mighty  great  fall  said  he. 

3  Dear  Yancey,  Cobb,  Benjamin,  Thompson  and  Floyd; 
Your  hearts  are  as  pure  as  the  gold  unalloyed; 

But  I  verily  fear  we  shall  all  he  destroyed; 
And  Pm  greatly  annoyed,  said  he. 
Of  our  villainous  doings,  I  know  you  wont  peach; 
For  thirty  long  years  secession  we've  preached, 
And  we  never  stole  anything  out  of  our  reach, 
Quite  out  of  our  reach,  said  he. 

4  Old  England  and  France,  their  gold  did  advance, 
For  tobacco  and  cotton  they  wanted  a  chance, 
To  break  the  blockade  they  promised  their  aid, 
They  were  not  afraid,  not  they. 

But  the  Yankees  by  magic  they  sent  down  a  fleet, 
And  closed  all  our  rivers  and  harbors  complete. 
And  caused  us  too  often  to  beat  a  retreat, 
And  suffered  defeat,  said  he. 


82 


Jeff  Davis'  Dream. 


5  Our  northern  secessioners  made  us  believe, 
They'd  be  with  us,  fight  with  us,  never  deceive, 
But  their  cowardly  hearts  have  caused  us  to  grieve, 
Have  caused  us  to  grieve  said  he. 

Both  England  and  France,  they  now  look  askance, 
To  aid  us  they've  even  not  broken  a  lance, 
Those  big  bullies  have  left  us  on  nothing  to  dance, 
On  nothing  to  dance,  said  he. 

6  Ye  fools  of  ambition,  take  heed  of  my  fate; 
Once  proud  my  position  of  power  and  estate; 

Had  I  remained  loyal,  I  might  stiil  have  been  great; 

I  deserve  the  world's  hate,  said  he. 

My  countrymen  all,  take  warning  by  me; 

Stand  by  the  old  flag  and  true  liberty; 

Prosperous,  glorious,  and  honored^youTl  be, 

In  spite  of  the  world,  said  he. 


W\m\  %  StoitMHS  Ijoraclwtir  fljr. 


1.  When  the    swallows   homeward    fly,   When  the 


ro   -   -   ses    scattered     lie,    When  from    neither      hill   nor  \ 
^-j^*.  V  P  Stringendo. 


■"-7,  *• 


I  -r=- —  ■  1  *~**"T  r 

-  .0  - 

silvery  nightirj-gale  ;  In  thes 
Ritarrf.  Ten.  /I 

heart  Would  to   thee     its  grief  im  -  part     When    I        thus  thy 


dale^hants  the    silvery    nigktin-gale ;  In  these  words  my  bleeding 
Ritard.  Ten.     A  tempo. 


im   -    -    age  lose ;      Can  I,     ah  can    I  e'er  know  repose, 


When  the  Swallows  homeward  fly. 
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i 

±     1  . 

Can. 


e:er  know 


re  -  pose. 


2  When  the  white  swan  southward  roves, 
To  seek  at  noon  the  orange  groves, 
When  the  red  tints  of  the  west 
Prove  the  sun  is  gone  to  rest, 

In  these  words  my  bleeding  heart 
Would  to  thee  its  grief  impart; 
When  I  thus  thy  image  lose, 
Can  I,  Ah!  can"  I  e'er  know  repose. 

3  Hush  my  heart!  why  thus  complain, 
Thou  must  too  thy  woes  contain; 
Though  <m  earth  no  more  we  rove, 
Loudly  breathing  vows  of  love, 
Thou  my  heart  must  find  relief, 
Yielding  to  these  words  belief; 

I  shall  see  thy  form  again, 
Though  to  day  we  part  again. 


J.  M.  HUBBARD. 

z-tzzj 


I.  'Twas  off  the  blue  Canaries,  A 


gio  -  n  -  ous  summer 


t=5 


day,   I   sat  upon  the  quarter  deck,  And  whiff 'd  my  cares  away  ; 


And  as  th«  volumM  smoke  arose,Like  incense  in  the    air,  I 


-j^l  y* 

breath'd  a  sigh,  to  think  in  sooth,  '-It  was  my  last    ci  -  gar, 

gjiiiigsgiiiiigiig 

breathed  a  sigh,   to  think  in  sooth     it  was  my  last  ci  -  gar 


34  'TwAS  OFF  THE  BLUE  CANARIES. 

2  I've  leaned  upon  the  quarter  rail, 

And  looked  down  in  the  sea, 
E'en  there  the  purple  wreath  of  smoke 

Was  curling  gracefully; 
Oh  what  had  1  at  such  a  time, 

To  do  with  wasting  careT 
Alas,  the  trembling  tear  proclaimed 

It  was  my  last  cigar. 

3  I  watched  the  ashes,  as  it  came 

Fast  drawing  toward  the  end, 
I  watched  it,  as  a  friend  would  watch 

Beside  a  dying  friend; 
But  still  the  flame  crept  slowly  on, 

It  vanished  into  air, 
I  threw  it  from  me.  spare  the  tale, 

It  was  my  last  cigar.  / 

4  I've  seen  the  land  of  all  I  love 

Fade  in  the  distance  dim, 
Fve  watched  above  the  blighted  heart, 

Where  once  proud  hope  hath  been, 
But  I've  never  known  a  sorrow 

That  could  with  that  compare, 
When  off  the  blue  Canaries, 

I  smoked  my  last  cigar. 


1.  Oh!    they  march'd  thro'  the     town     with  their 

r~  -z— 


f — * — * — * — # —  9 — i  * 


=?=£:tr— ffzzt: 


bannera      so     gay,    To   my  casement      I     ran,  jast  to 


hear  the   hand  play  j  And   I   peep-cl  thro5  the   blind    ver  -  y 

t  , — ^ — 50_C — p — p — c  1 

cautious  -  ly  then,  Lest  the  neighbors  should  say  that  I 
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looked  at     the  men.    Oh!    I    heard    not    the    tune,»  tho'  the 

 /  .-P-F—  ^  >  

mu  -  sic     was  sweet,  For    my   eyes     at     that  time     had  a 


„^_|^_^_^— |n__s^|  -#— — -"p — ? — f :: 

much  greater     treat,  For    the    troop  was    the    fin  -  est  that 
ad  lib. .  ^ 


e'er  I  did  see.  And  theuCaptain"by  chance  caught  a  sly  glimpse  of  me. 

2  When  we  met  at  the  ball,  I  of  course  thought  it  right, 
To  pretend  that  we  never  had  met  till  that  night, 
But  he  knew  me  at  once,  I  perceived  by  his  glance, 
And  I  looked  down  and  blushed  when  he  asked  me  to  dance ; 
Oh!  I  sat  by  his  side  at  the  close  of  the  set, 
And  the  sweet  words  he  breathed  I  can  never  forget; 
My  heart  was  enlisted  and  could  not  get  free. 
For  the  "Captain/'  by  chance,  caught  a  sly  glimpse  of  me. 


IIS  %TtII. 

C.  W.  GL0VEK. 

I.  You're  looking  as  fresh  as  the  morn,  Darling.You're 

looking  as  bright  as  the    day:     But  while  on  your  charms  I'm  di- 

lat-iflg,         You're  stealing  my  poor  heart  a   -  way;  But 
 K  — N  r-N — I  ^r~N    K  t 

F  -p-Kj-T-"— *-^-t*-*  — U  ji4 

keep  it  and  welcome,  mayourneen,    Its  loss  I'm  not  go-ing  to 


Kitty  Tyrrell. 


one  heart's  enough 
Placer  e. 


pray  give  me  yours 


Tourneen,  Oh!     pray  give   me   yours   in     re  -  turn. 

2  I've  built  you  a  nice  little  cot,  darling, 

I've  pigs  and  potatoes  in  stor#J 
I've  twenty  good  pounds  in  the  bank,  love, 

And  may  be,  a  pound  or  two  more; 
Its  all  very  well  to  have  riches, 

But  I'm  such  a  covetous  elf, 
I  can't  help  still  sighing  for  something, 

And,  darling,  that  something's  yourself; 
Mavourneen,  mavourneen, 

That  something,  you  know,  is  yourself. 

3  You're  smiling,  and  that's  a  good  sign,  darling, 

Say  "yes,''  and  you'll  never  repent; 
Or,  if  you  would  rather  be  silent, 

Your  silence  I'll  take  for  consent; 
That  good  natured  dimple's  a  tell-tale, 

Now  all  that  I  have  is  your  own; 
This  week  you  may  be  Kitty  Tyrrell, 

Next  week  you'll  be  Mistress  Malone; 
Mavourneen,  mavourneen, 

You'll  be  my  own  Mistress  Malone. 


€\t  Stars  mtis  Strip  uf  0I&. 

1  f:  mater. 

1.  We    are      a      band        of    freemen,  Who 
love  our;  jmtive   land  j        To  save,  it  from  re  -  bel    lion,  We 


The  Stars  and  Stripes  of  old.  37 


come  with  heart  and    hand  ;  We     left     our    homes  '    be  - 


hind   us,  When  Sumter's  tale  was  told,  To    ral  -  ly  round  our 

^  •-I-f  9  9  -  Z  Jz  v-JZZ*  

ban    -    ner,    the   Stars  and  Stripes  of  old!  

n     Chorus.  Air.  Sop. 

rflSprFk— «!4=?  ^zU-%zzSzzfzh^z^z± 

Alto       l     I    V         i  |     I  ✓ 

'Hur-rah!     hur-rah!      ring  out  the  cry,  hur- rah!  Our 

\      •         \      1         \      1  '  !  \ 

Tenor.  k  -j — -      ^  -] — 4-  L#   >  e  .  _>  4 


i  < 

banner   for  -  ev  -  er  shall  wave, nor  part  with  e'er  a  star. 
I      k      k     k     k  I 

,  -jl  £l  J:  ji.j£J.  /  i  s  i  N  r^. 


e     '     '     p    P    V    T    ✓    i     ✓  i 

2  The  rebel  host  may  gather,  with  savage  fury  fight, 

But  they  can  never  conquer!  our  strength  is  in  our  right; 
We  follow  on  triumphant,  where  on  the  breeze  unrolled, 
Waves  high  our  glorious  banner,the  Stars  and  Stripes  of  old. 

3  They  mock  our  peaceful  labor!  thy  scorn  our  patient  toil! 
But  on  their  vain  pretention,  the  blow  shall  soon  recoil; 
The  men  they  have  derided,  shall  o'er  their  homes  unfold, 
The  banner  they  have  scouted,  the  Stars  and  Stripes  of  old! 

4  Our  fathers  fought  for  freedom !  we  will  preserve  their  land! 
Unbroken  undivided,  it  shall  forever  stand! 

Until  'tis  reunited,  we  ne'er  again  will  fold 

The  banner  floating  o'er  us,  the  Stars  and  Stripes  of  old! 


38      #|,  Mss  mt  m  1  slitjr,  Sister. 

T/ie  following  incident,  suggested  this  ballad. 
On  a  train,  recently,  which  left  Chicago,  on  the  Pittsburg  R.  R.,  was 
a  young  lady  from  Albany,  NT.  Y.,tlie  only  sisfer  of  a  pal and  emaciated 
invalid,  who  lay  on  a  couch  in  the  sleeping  car.  About  four  years 
Since,  he  left  his  home  for  Kanzas,  and  toiled  there  till  he  frli  sick  with 
the  consumption.  He  sent  at  last  for  his  sister,  (his  only  living  rela- 
tive.) a  girl  of  about  twenty  years  ;  she  visited  him  ;  soon  he  determined 
to  return  home.  They  started,  but  it  was  too  much  for  his  wasted 
energies,  and  at  Chicago  he  was  carried  into  the  car,  as  if  he  were  an 
unconscious  infant.  As  he  lay  there,  pale  and  coughing,  it  was  beau- 
tiful to  see  with  what  sisterly  devotion  she  watched  beside  him  ;  sho 
gently  smoothed  back  his  damp  hair,  and  softly  kissed  him  as  she  bent 
over  him.  About  one  o'clock,  he  asked  her  the  hour,  she  told  him  ; 
a  few  moments  later,  he  reached  out  his  skeleton  hand  to  place  within 
her  own,  and  whispered,  "Kiss  me  sister,  before  I  sleep  ;  "  and  closed 
his  eyes.  Soon  his  head  fell  gently  to  one  side,  as  if  sleeping  ;  but  he 
slept  the  "sleep,  from  which  none  ever  wakes  *o  weep." 

L.  W.  BALLARD. 


1.  0,   kiss   me  ere 


I   sleep,        sis  -  ter,  O 


press  my  lips  a  -  gain,  And  cease  for  me  to  weep, 
sis -ter  I'll  soon     be     free    from  pain; 


0  press  my 


hand  once  more,     sis    ter,  And 


wipe    my     death  damped 


My    sighs    will   soon      be    ^  o'er, 


sis  -  ter, 


I     feel    they're  clos  -  iug  now., 


2  The  head  you  love  to  hold,  sister, 
The  cheek  you  gently  press, 
Will  soon,  jo  still  and  cold,  sister, 
Ne'er  heed  thy  sweet  caress; 


Oh  kiss  me  ere  I  sleep,  Sister.  39 

I  feel  I'm  almost  home,  sister, 

No  more  thy  smile  to  share, 
But  Til  long  for  you  to  come,  sister, 

For  "there's  no  weeping  there/' 
■3  How  sad  this  world  will  seem,  sister, 

When  thou  art  left  alone; 
No  brother's  eve  to  beam,  sister, 

>To  kindred  smile  to  own; 
Though  lonely  thou  wilt  be,  sister, 

Through  life's  long  weary  day, 
Yet  God  will  comfort  you,  sister, 

And  wipe  thy  tears  away. 
A  My  voice  is  growing  weak,  sister., 

I  can  no  longer  stay ; 
I  hear  the  angels  speak,  sister, 

They'll  bear  me  soon^iway:; 
Once  more  look  in  mine  eye,  sister, 

Its  mem'ry  ever  keep; 
O  speak  the  last  "good  bye,"  sister, 

And  "kiss  me,  ere  I  sleep./' 


lust       feaxs  apr. 


F.  LAMBERT. 


j^E=M=*==*=zj— 5=3=3— 
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1.  I've    wander' d     to    the    vil  -  lage,   Tom,  an 


5:=t:=«i: 


sat  beneath,  the   tree,     Up  -  on  the  school-bouse  playing  ground,  that 

I_> —  1^-1  J. — }/ — </ — + — ^  X 

shelter'd  you  and  me  ;    But  nose  were  there  to  greet  me,Tomvand 


3££ 


~9  ■ 


£=£3=2 


— — 


few  were  left  to  know,That  played  with  us  upon  the  green,  just 

====^==3==E 


4  wen 


years 


-  go. 


40  ^tJST  TWENTY  YEAKS  AGO. 

Chor.  Sop. 

— 


— K  K  *  ^ — I  T — "v — K  K  R  •  te-r 

alto./  y 

Twen-fcy    years   a  -  go !       twenty   years    a   -  go !  That 


Bass. 


played  with  t-rs     rep  -  on  the  green,  just  twenty  years  a  -  go. 

A       k    *  J"  k 's     n  s  s  k  ^  I 


i/         s  i 

2  -  [placed, 

The  old  school  house  is  ohanged,dear  Tom,the  benches  are  re- 
By  new  ones  very  like  the  same,  our  penknives  had  defaced ; 
The  same  old  tricks  are  on  the  wall, the  bell  swings  to  and  fro, 
The  music's  just  the  same, dear  Tom,  'twas  twenty  years  ago. 

3 

The  river's  running  just  the  same,  the  willows  on  its  side 
Are  larger  than  they  were,  dear  Tom,  the  stream  appears  less 

[wide; 

The  grape-vine  swing  is  ruined  now,  where  once  we  played 

the  beau, 

Andswung  our  sweethearts,  pretty  girls  Just  twenty  years  ago. 
4 

My  lids  had  long  been  dry, dearTom,but  tears  cameinm^  eyes, 
I  thought  of  her  I  loved  so  well,  those  early  broken  ties ; 
I  visited  the  old  church-yard,  and  took  some  flowers  to  strew 
Upon  the  graves  of  those  we  loved  just  twenty  years  ago. 

5  [sea, 
Some  now  are  in  the  churchyard  laid,  some  sleep  beneath  the 
And  few  are  left  of  our  old  class, excepting  you  and  me  I  [go„ 
But  when  our  time  shall  come, dear  Tom, and  we  are  called  to 
1  hope  they'll  lay  us  where  we  played,, just  twenty  years  ago.. 


Moderato  Con  Espres. 


1.  One     puinmer         eve,       with    pen  -  sive 
— r*  K- 

— 0- 


 0-  L-a*-T  ^  >  - 


thought,  I    wanderd     cm    the    sea  -  beat  shore,Where  oft  in 


— J — ^-4 





heedless      in  -  fant  spore  I      gather 'd    shells  in    days  be  ■ 


fore,  I  gatherd  shells      in        days    be  -  fore  ;    The  plashing 


F  * 

waves  like    mu  -  sic    fell,  Re  -  spon  -  sive   £o     my    fan  -  cy 
/T\  

'—p— prized  >— P= 
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wild,        A  dream  came  o'er  me    like  '  a   spell,  I  thought  I 

Espres. 

~t  ^  *  ?-±-  3  ^  yt-i—  #3 


gain 


a   child,    A    dream  came  o'er   me    like  a 
Ad  libitum. 


spell,  I  thought  I     was     a -gain, 


gain  a  Lchild. 


2  I  stood  upon  the  pebbly  strand, 

To  cull  the  toys  that  round  rne  lay, 
But  as  I  took  them  in  my  hand, 

[:I  threw  them  one  by  one  away:] 
Oh!  thus  I  said,  in  every  stage 

By  toys  our  fancy  is  beguiled, 
[:  We  gather  shells  from  youth  to  age, 

And  then  we  leave  them,  like  a  child.:] 

14*| 
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With  feeling. 


HON.  MRS  NORTON. 

1.  Wherefore  dearest,  my   suit  de  -  ny-mg^hro' 

days        fast  fly-ing    of  hope  and  youth,  Cloud  my  hours  with 
*~   !_•  -0-  -J-  -3- 


fre  -  quent  sighing, 


Proudly    scorning  my   fervent  truth? 


-      -      '      r  „  — m   ^ — >~L 

Wherefore  teach  me  to  doubt  and  fear  thee?.  Thro'  thine  eye-lids  love 


may  hear  See, 


shineth  now,Oh!  bend  thou  near  me. that  1 
Swear  to  love  me,  and  keep  thy  vow!  and  keep  thy  vow!  Ma-rf- 

T   7> 


-0-  #_  _^ 

qui  -  ta!    Ma  -  ra 


9-  _ 

qui  -  ta! 


Ay! 


Ay.' 


I 


2  Oh!  then  when  passion  and  vouth  are  over, 

Though  bloom  and  beauty*  mav  fade  away 
On  dovelike  pinions  shall  memory  hover,  ' 

And  fondly  hallow  this  bygone  day* 
Words  long  since  spoken,  shall  still  deliver 

The  echoed  sweetness  of  love's  dear  tone, 
And  float  like  music  o'er  life's  wide  river, 

Through  sunsets,  bright  as  the  sunrise  gone! 
Maraquita!  Maraquita! 

Ay!  ay!  ay! 


is  fyRt  flatte  bmMng  a'w  we  ?  43 

T/ie  incident  which  prompted  this  ballad,  is  explained 
in  the  following. 
u Among  the  many  bravo,  uncomplaining  soldiers,  who  were  brought 
up  from  the  battle  of  Fredericksburg,  was  a  bright  eyed,  intelligent 
young  man,  or  boy.  rather,  of  sixteen  years,  who  belonged  to  a  north- 
ern regiment.  He  appeared  more  affectionate  and  tender  than  his  com- 
rades, and  attracted  a  good  deal^of  attention  from  the  attendants  and 
visitors.  Manifestly  the  pet  of  some  household,  he  longed  for  nothing 
so  much  as  the  arrival  of  his  mother,  who  was  expected,  for  he  knew 
he  was  mortally  wounded,  and  failing  fast.  Ere  stie  arrived,  however, 
he  died.  But  he  thought  she  had  come,for  while  a  kind  lady  visitor  was 
wiping  the  death  sweat  from  his  brow,  as  his  sight  was  failing. he  rallied 
a  little,  like  an  expiring  taper  in  its  socket,  looked  up  longingly,  and 
joyfully,  and  in  the  tenderest  pathos,  whispered  quite  audibly  "'Isthat 
mother  ?  "  in  tones  that  drew  tears  from  every  eye.  Then  drawing  her 
towards  him  with  all  his  feeble  power,  he  nestled  his  head  in  her  arms 
like  a  sleeping  infant,  and  thus  died  with  the  sweet  word  of  "'.Mother" 
on  his  quivering  lips." 

F.  MATER. 

With  deep  feeling. 
.^Z  r-rij'-t-—  .    I     J.  ^ 


1.  Is     that  mother 


m 


bending     o'er  me, 


_!  ]/  \   __|  lit  5  t__fct 


As  she  sang  my  cradle  hymn,  Kneeling  there  in  tears  before  me? 

rt-t3=r-*:f  :■  E  J-^:  1  ztr*gn±zz.  Eiirz^iat -t 

Say  ?  my  sight  is  growing  dim.  Comes  she  from  the  old  home  lowly, 


3 


Out  among  the  northern  hills  ?  To  her  pet  boy  dy-ing  slowly 


,t   -   ties,  wounds  and 


Of        war's  bat 
Air.  Chorus 


wounds    and  ills. 


Mother  fold  your  arms  around  me, Press  again  my  aching  head, 

Tpvnn     I         \      I      I  III  III   -0^  —J 


Bass. 


Is  that  Mother  bending  o'er  me  ? 


-a 

4— J — -A  - 

1     I.I  i 

£? 

1 

^*   !  1 

Sing  the  lul  -  la  -  by  you  sang  me,KidS  ine,  mother,  ere  I'm  dead. 

I        S     I     '  I  k      k  I 


2  Mother!  oh,  we  bravely  battled, 
Battled  till  the  day  was  done; 
While  the  leaden  hail  storm  rattled, 

Man  to  man,  and  gun  to  gun. 
But  we  failed,  and  I  am  dying, 

Dying  in  my  boy-hood's  years; 
Jhere,  no  weeping,  self-denying, 
Noble  deaths  demand  no  tears. 


%i$  %  last  $0s«  Samorar. 


1.  JTis    the   last  rose  of.. 


summer,  Left 


bloom 


-   ing      a  -  lone,    All    her   love  -  ly 


panions  are        fa    -    -    -   ded  and  gone,  No  flow:r  of  her 


kindred,  no 


rosebud     is    nigh,....  To  reflect  back  her 


'TiS  THE  LAST  ROSE  OF  SUMMER.  45 

2  Til  not  leave  thee,  thou  lone  one,  to  pine  on  the  stem; 
Since  the  lovely  are  sleeping,  go  sleep  thou  with  them; 
Thus  Jdndly  I  scatter  thy  leaves  o'er  the  bed, 

Where  thy  mates  of  the  garden  lie  scentless  and  dead. 

3  So  soon  may  I  follow,  when  friendships  decay. 
And  from  love's  shining  circle  the  gems  drop  away! 
When  true  hearts  lie  withered,  and  fond  ones  are  flown, 
Oh!  who  would  inhabit  this  bleak  world  alone? 


iflitcs'  Sister. 


Allegretto. 


HARRY  SYDNEY. 


I.  My      old  friend  Jones  i 

Sp — —  3* 


old  friend  Jones  a    nice    farm  owns,  And 


he   asked  me      if     I'd     go ;       A    month  to   spend  and 


— i- 


3 


by 

#  *  i  » 

lone,  "Be   as    much  at  home,"  said  Jones, ''till    I     come,  As 


if       all   were  your 


own."   I     was   met  down  there  by 


one  so  fair,  No  mor  -  tal  could  re  -  sist  her,  And  I 
made  up  my  mind  to  be  uncommonly  kind,To  my  friend  Jones'  sister. 


Jones's  Sister. 

2  Quite  pleased  I  had  the  right  address, 

I  said  "Is  your  name  Jones  ?" — 
A  lucky  guess,  she  answered  "yes/* 

In  such  sweet  silvery  tones; 
"Miss  Jones?  "  well  not  so  much  a  miss, 

Replied  this  charming  jester ; 
I  felt  quite  certain  after  this, 

That  she  was  Jones's  sister-, 
She  was  so  fair  I  do  declare, 

No  mortal  could  resist  her; 
And  at  first  sight  I  fell  down  right, 

In  love  with  Jones's  sister. 

3  Day  after  day  soon  passed  away, 

So  pleasantly  and  nice; 
Friend  Jones  was  right,  from  morn  till  night 

I  followed  his  advice; 
As  if  all  were  my  own  down  there, . 

I  made  myself  at  home; 
And  was  half  inclined  to  speak  my  mind, 

Before  friend  Jones  could  come. 
She  was  so  fair  I  do  declare, 

No  mortal  could  resist  her; 
I  walked  many  a  mile  to  gain  a  smile, 

From  my  friend  Jones's  sister. 

4  If  ever  you've  been  in  love  you  know, 

How  queer  a  fellow  feels; 
I  couldn't  make  out  as  I  walked  about, 

If  I  stood  on  my  head1  or  my  heels; 
One  thing  I  knew,  I  lonely  grew, 

If  from  my  side  I  missed  her; 
And  I  vowed  on  my  lite  if  I  ever  had  a  wife, 

It  should  be  Jones's  sister. 
She  was  so  fair  1  do  declare, 

No  mortal  could  resist  her; 
And  I  vowed  on  my  life  if  I  ever  had  a  wife, 

It  should  be  Jones's  sister. 

5  The  news  one  morning  I  received, 

That  Jones  was  coming  down; 
And  if  I  am  to  be  believed, 

I  wish  he'd  stopt  in  town; 
I  shall  never  forget  when  first  they  met, 

Oh!  how  he  hugged  and  kissed  her; 
So  pleased  she  seemed,  I  little  dreamed, 

He  was  half  so  fond  of  his  sister. 
She  was  so  fair  I  do  declare, 

No  mortal  could  resist  her; 
And  I  vowed  on  my  life  if  ever  I  had  a  wife, 

It  should  be  Jones's  sister. 


Jonizs*s  Sister. 

6  On  matrimonial  thoughts  intent;, 

I  took  friend  Jones  aside; 
And  asked  him  if  he'd  give  consent, 

For  her  to  be  my  bride; 
Oh  J  how  I  started  when  Jones  declared, 

''Without  my  host  I'd  reckoned;" 
And  his  reply  was,  "I've  no  wish  to  die, 

For  you  to  become  her  second." 
This  charming  fair  beyond  compare, 

No  mortal  could  resist  her; 
But  on  my  life  it  was  Jones's  wife, 

Instead  of  Jones's  sister. 

7  Quite  overcome  with  grief  and  shame,. 

My  tongue  refused  its  use ; 
When  Jones  to  my  assistance  came, 

And  said  "prayno  excuse," 
The  fault's  my  own,  I  might  have  known, 

No  mortal  could  resist  her; 
It's  all  a  mistake,  but  for  }^our  sake, 

I  wish  I  had  a  sister. 
Regrets  are  vain,  I'll  not  complain, 

(Though  hard  it  was  to  have  missed  her;) 
But  drink  long  life  to  Jones  and  his  wife, 

Instead  . of  Jones's  sister. 


8mm  ik  €dhxtx. 

J.  L.  HATTON. 


keeps  a    rare  store    of       Malmsey   and  Mai - voi  -  sie  And 


..  _  #       u  ,        ^  W  ^  .  _  ^ 

Cy  -  prus,  and   who   can   say  how    ma  -  ny  more!   For  a 


chix  -  ry     old    8t$al     is      he,       A      chary    old  soul  is 
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Simon  the  Cellarer. 


-0- 


he   Of  Sack  and  Ca  -  r>a  -  ry  he 


i  5  I* 


nev-er  doth  (ail,  And 
h      H     'N  1  fr- 


ail the 
Ad  lib. 


year   round,  there  is  brewing 


of  ale;  Yet 
A  Tempo. 


P« — 0 — — *  — s — 0 — 0—  |      ^ — ^--f 

he     nev  -  er      ail  -  eth,   he    quaintly   doth   say,  While  he 


— K-  S-  1 

^ 

s — 

 1  

l-0 — 

keeps    to       his       so  -  ber    six     fla  -  gons    a     day ;  But 


-3-0  h-1"*- 


'wmm 


ho!    ho!    ho!    his  nose  doth  show,  How  oft  the  black  Jack  to  his 


ht—i—j  s^r* 


zz]zzjLzMi 

-0  


lips  doth   go.    But    ho!    ho!    ho!    his     nose  doth  show,  How 


oft 


the      black  Jack 


his   lips  doth 


go- 


2  Dame  Margery  sits  in  her  own  still  room,* 

And  a  Matron  sage  is  she ; 
From  thence,  oft  at  Curfew  is  wafted  a  fume, 

[:She  says  "it  is  Rosemarie :] 
But  there's  a  small  cup-board  behind  the  back  stair, 

And  the  maids  say.  they  often  see  Margery  there. 
Now  Margery  says  that  she  grows  very  bid, 

And  she  must  take  a  something  to  keep  out  the  cold! 
But  ho!  ho!  ho!  old  Simon  doth  know, 

Where  many  a  flask  of  his  best  doth  go. 


Simon  the  Cellarer. 
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3  Old  Simon  reclines  in  his  high  backed  chair, 
And  oft  talks  about  taking  a  wife; 
And  Margery  is  often  heard  to  declare: 

JV'She  ought  to  be  settled  in  life.1  " :] 
But  Margery  has  (so  the  maids  say,)  a  tongue, 
And  she's  not  very  handsome,  and  not  very  young: 
So  somehow  it  ends  with  a  shake  of  the  head, 
And  old  Simon  he  brews  him  a  tankard  instead; 
While  ho!  ho!  ho  !  he  will  chuckle  and  crow, 
What!  marry  old  Margery?  no!  no!  no! 


Moderate 


HE 


S3 


1.  'Mid       pleas  -  ures    and  pal-a-ces, 


S3 


3  •»•• 


Though  we  may  roam,  Ee 

3£ 


«v    -  er 


m 


I 


so  humble, There's 


mm 


no  place  like  home!  A  charm  from  the  skies  seems  to  hai  -  low  us 


ihere,Which  seek  thro'  the  world,  is  not   met  with  elsewhere.  Home! 


Ad  lib. 


feome!  sweet,sweet  kome,  like  home. 

There's  no  place  like  home,There's  no  place 

2  An  exile  from  home,  splendor  dazzles  in  vain; 
Oh,  give  me  my  lowly  thatched  cottage  again ; 
The  birds  singing  gaily,  that  came  at  my  call; 
Give  me  them  with  that  peace  of  mind,  dearer  than  all 
Home!  horned  sweet,  sweet  home; 
There's  no  place  like  home.  t 
[5] 


Allegro  Moderate.   „  alexandeh  « 

1.  Na-po  -  li  -    taine....     I    am  dreaming  of 
*  thee,  ...  I'm  hearing  thy  foot  -  fall,       so  joyous  and    free  ;. 


Thy  dark  flashing   eyes....   are   en-twin-ing  me  Yet.... 


Thy  voice  with  its  mu 


sic,  I  ne-er  can  for  -  get ; 


-  — H- 

— i — 

t— & — P — ^  J 

I'm    far    from  the   land   from  thy   owa  sun  -  ny 


-m — 0—0 — 0—P 

k  home,       Alone    in   the  wide   world,with  sorrow   I  roam, 


-V— 

In   the  halls  of  the  gay 


or    where  ey  -  ec  it 


be... 


Still  Na  -  po  -  li  -  tainet 


I    am  dreaming  of  thee, 


 ^  M 


Na.  -  po  -   li  -  taine... 


I      am    dreaming  qZ 


I  AM  DREAMING  OF  THEE.  51 


thee   Na  -  po  -  li  -  taine,      I    am  dreaming  of  thee. 


2  Napolitaine,  art  thou  thinking  of  me? 

Hath  absence  not  banished  thy  memory  from  thee; 
Remember  our  meetings,  their  whisper  to  keep, 
When  bright  eyes  were  calling  all  loved  ones  to  sleep; 
And  yet  I  would  not  have  a  shade  on  my  brow, 
As  bright  as  thou  wert,  let  it  shine  on  thee  now, 
For  'tis  memory  that  brings  all  thy  beauty  to  me; 
Still  Napolitaine,  I  am  dreaming  of  thee. 



M\m  1  sato  stott  |MIg  fcome. 


P.  S.  G1LMORE. 


1.  In     the  sky,  the  bright  stars  glitter'd,  On  the 


grass  the  moonlight  fell,Hush'd  the  sound  of  daylight's  bustle,clos'dthe 


wood-path,  Where  the    cat  -  tie   love    to    roam,  From  Aunt 


Pattie's  quilt  -  ing      par-ty    I    was  see  -  ing  Nel  -  ly  home.  ~ 


g2  When  I  saw  sweet  Nelly  home. 

Chorus. 

Alto,  j    p    1      ^   1  '  M  ✓ 

When  1  saw  sweet  Nelly  home,  When  I  saw  sweet  Kelly  home,How  I 

Tenor.  .    b    ,.    *  i  j-ei-  I     *  J.  fcU^-J--/ 


Bass. 

/TV 
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bless  the  August   evening,When  I  saw  sweet  Nel-ly  home. 

2  Jetty  ringlets  softly  fluttered, 

O'er  a  brow  as  white  as  snow, 
And  her  cheek  the  crimson  sunset, 

Scarcely  had  a  warmer  gl»w, 
Mid  her  parted  lips,  vermilion, 

White  teeth  flashed  like  ocean's  foam, 
All  I  marked  with  pulses  throbbing, 

As  I  saw  sweet  Nelly  home. 

3  When  the  Autumn  tinged  the  greenwood, 

Turning  all  the  leaves  to  gold, 
In  the  lawn  by  alders  shaded, 

I  my  love  to  Nelly  told, 
As  we  stood  together  gazing, 

On  the  star  bespangled  dome. 
How  I  blessed  the  August  evening, 

When  I  saw  sweet  Nelly  home. 

4  White  hairs  mingle  with  my  tresses, 

Furrows  steal  upon  ray  brow, 
But  a  love  smile  cheers  and  blesses, 

Life's  declining  moments  now, 
Matron  in  a  snowy  'kerchief, 

Closer  to  my  bosom  come, 
Tell  me,  dost  thou  still  remember, 

When  I  saw  sweet  Nelly  homo. 
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Maestoso. 


1.  Hail!  Co  -  lum  -  bia   hap  -  py  land, 

 /  1  t  S-i  pi 


Hail !  ye       he  -  roes,  heav'n-born  band ;  Who  fought  and  bled  in 


free  -  dom's  cause,  Who  fought  and  bled  iu    freedom's  cause,  And 
when  the  storm  of    war    was  gone,  En  -  joy'd    the  peace  your 
va  -  lor  won  ;  Let   in  -   de  -  pendence      be      our  boast, 


£  O  0  —  — -r  ^  *: 


Ev  •  er     mindful    what    it   cost,  Ev  -  er  grateful 


( 


for      the   prize,        Let    its      al  -  tar   reach  the  skies. 
Chorus.  Sop. 

:±i*=>=^z:?it;:^ 
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Alto. I      i      I  1 

Firm  u  -  nit  -  ed     let      us  be 

TENOR       I    J.     J    JL  /S-  J 


I  I 

Rallying  round  our 

I  i  i  J- 

e — 0  T 

re; 


Bass.  i  i  i 

J5*| 


54  Hail!  Columbia. 
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lib   -   er  -   ty,        As    a   band  of       broth  -  ers  joined, 


I 
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 1  f  f  f  f  0  

Peace         and         safe    -  ty         we       shall  find. 


zSz  zzzi-4- 
0  

r-  I-  ?  ? 

2  Tmmortal  patriots  rise  once  more, 
Defend  your  rights,  defend  your  shore, 

[:Let  no  rude  foe  with  impious  hands,:] 
Invade  the  shrine  where  sacred  lies, 
Of  toil  and  blood,  the  well  earned  prize: 
While  offering  peace  sincere  and  just, 
In  heaven  we  place  a  manly  trust; 
That  truth  and  justice  will  prevail, 
And  every  scheme  of  bondage  fail, 

3  Sound,  sound  the  trump  of  fame, 
Let  Washington's  great  name, 

[:Ring  through  the  world  with  great  applause,:] 
Let  every  clime  to  freedom  dear, 
Listen  with  a  joyful  ear: 
With  equal  skill,  with  «od-likc  power, 
He  governs  in  the  fearful  hour, 
Of  horrid  war,  or  guides  with  ease, 
The  happier  hours  of  honest  peace. 

4  Behold  the  chief  who  now  commands, 
Once  more  to  serve  his  country  stands, 

[:The  rock  on  which  the  storm  will  beat,:] 
But  armed  in  virtue,  firm  and  true, 
His  hopes  are  fixed  on  heaven  and  you! 
When  hope  was  sinking  in  dismay, 
When  gloom  obscured  Columbia's  davs  ; 
His  steady  mind  from  changes  free, 
Resolved  on  death  or  victory. 


— \/. 

Bass. 


dan  -  dy,  fear  not  then  nor  threat  nor  boast,Yankee  doodle  dan-dy. 

^  is  <s  ^  n  =  *  >  k     \  N 


2  He's  always  out  on  training  day, 

Commencement  or  election; 
At  truck  and  trade  he  knows  the  way, 
Of  thriving  to  perfection. 

3  His  door  is  always  open  found, 

His  cider  of  the  best,  sir, 
His  board  with  pumpkin  pie  is  crowned, 
And  welcome  every  guest,  sir. 

4  Though  rough  and  little  is  his  farm, 

That  little  is  his  own,  sir; 
His  hand  is  strong,  his  heart  is  warm, 
'Tis  truth  and  honor's  throne,  sir. 


1)0  Yankee  Doodle. 

5  His  couittry  is  his  pride  and  boast* 
He'll  ever  prove  true  blue,  sir, 
When  called  upon  to  give  his  toast, . 
,rTis  Yankee  doodle,  doo,  sir. 


€\t  Star  %angl^  |arawr. 


I.  O  say   can  you 


say   can      you    see       by  the 


dawn's  early    light,  What  so  proudly  we  haii'd  at  the  twilight's  last 


gleaming  ;  Whose  broad  stripes  and  bright  stars  thro'  the  per-il  -  ous* 


-2— 5- 


 *  -- 


fight,  O'er  the  ramparts  we  watched  where  so     gal  -  lant  -  ly 


£4 

-t: 

streaming  ;  And  the  Rocket's  red   glare,    the  bombs  bursting  in 

H^IT^  


air,  Ga?e  proof  thro'  the  night  that  our  Flag  was  still  there :  O 


I 


~l  1  P 


#   -#  1'*- 


say  does  that    star    spangled   ban-ner     yet      wave,  O'er  the 


land 


of    the      free   and   the  home 


of    the  bravo. 


The  Star  Spangled  Banner 


Chorus.  Sop. 

-  -4— — <? — 0 


Tenor. 


Bass. 
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of  the  free  and  the  home 


w 

2  On  the  shore  dimly  seen  through  the  mists  of  the  deep, 
Where  the  foe's  haughty  host  in  dread  silence  reposes, 
What  is  that  which  the  breeze,  o'er  the  towering  steep, 
As  it  fitfully  blows,  half  conceals,  half  discloses"  ' 
Now  it  catches  the  gleam  of  the  morning's  first  beam, 
In  full  glory  reflected,  now  shines  in  the  stream; 

''lis  the  star  spangled  banner,  0  long  may  it  wave, 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  "the  brave. 

3  And  where  is  that  band,  who  so  vauntingly  swore 
'Mid  the  havoc  of  war  and  the  battle's  confusion, 
A  home  and  a  country  they'd  leave  us  no  more; 

Their  blood  has  washed  out  their  foul  footsteps'  pollution. 
No  refuge  can  save  the  hireling  and  slave, 
From  the  terror  of  flight  or  the  gloom  of  the  grave; 
And  the  star  spangled  banner  in  triumph  doth  wave, 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave. 

4  0  thus  be  it  ever,  when  freemen  shall  stand 
Between  their  loved  homes  and  the  war's  desolation; 
Blest  with  victory  and  peace,  may  the  heaven  rescued  land 
Praise  the  power  that  has  made  and  preserved  us  a  nation. 
Then  conquer  we  must,  when  our  cause  it  is  just, 

And  this  be  our  motto,  "In  God  is  our  trust;" 

And  the  star  spangled  banner  in  triumph  shall  wave, 

O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  bravo 
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The  Star  Spangled  Banner. 


6  When  our  land  is  illumined  with  Liberty's  smile, 
If  a  foe  from  within  strike  a  blow  at  her  glory, 
Down,  down  with  the  traitor  that  dares  to  defile 
The  flag  of  her  stars,  and  the  page  of  her  story ! 
By  the  millions  unchained,  when  our  birthright  was  gained, 
We  will  keep  her  bright  blazon,  forever  unstained; 
And  the  star  spangled  banner  in  triumph  shall  wave, 
While  the  land  of  the  free  is  the  home  of  the  brave. 


%\t  ptrstillts  f  pit. 


m  Fieramente  assai.  rougbt  de  lisle. 

— *  0  "  *  — 1  L 


1.  Ye      sons      of    France     a  -  wake 


glo    -    ry, Hark!  hark  .'what  myriads  bid    you  rise!  Your  children^ 


 *  

wives,^ind  grandsires   hoary  ;     Behold    their  tears  and  hear  their 
4  1  —  & — #-T-*-t 


cries,  Behold  their  tears  and  hear  their     cries;    Shall  hateful 


 N-Nt"1  N — K — i  1  r  K  i  Kr\ 


tyrants    mischiefs   breeding,  With  hireling  hosts    a     ruf  -  fian 


band, 
Z3t. 


Af- fright  and  des  -  o  -  late   ihe  land,  While 


peace  and  lib  -  er  -  ty    lie    bleeding!     To     arms,       to  arms,  ye 


Marseilles  Hymn. 


— -::.x.  * — 2 — 3 — v- 
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solved 


On  "Vic  -  -  -  to  -  ry 
Chorus. 


or  death. 


1U 


••r 


arms,  ye  braves! 

3 


Th'a- 

zwz 


To 


to      arms,  ye  braves! 


Th'a- 


Qit  ft  T~^=^  C=±fctlE 


E3: 


i 

i 


veng   -   ing  sword  un sheath!  March  on!      march  on! 


veng  -   ing  sword  unsheath! 


March  on,  march  on, 


 ^  „  1  — #— r-5— "  t  T  Ha  


 F — I  r-r-' 


m 


r  1  -^TVj-- 

all   hearts  re-solved    On        Vic    -    to  -  ry    or  death. 


all   hearts  re-solved  On 


Vic 


to  -  ry    or  death. 

-/TV. 
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Marseilles  Hymn. 


2  Now,  now  the  dangerous  storm  is  rolling, 

Which  treacherous  kings  confederate  rawo; 
The  dogs  of  war  let  loose,  are  howling, 

And  lo!  our  walls  and  cities  blaze! 
And  shall  we  basely  view  the  ruin, 

While  lawless  force,  with  guilty  stride, 

Spreads  desolation  far  and  wide, 
With  crimes  and  blood  his  hands  embruing? 

To  arms!  &c. 

3  With  luxury  and  pride  surrounded, 

The  vile,  insatiate  despots  dare, 
Their  thirst  of  gold  and  power  unbounded, 

To  mete  and  vent  the  light  and  air. 
Like  beasts  of  burden  would  they  load  us, 

Like  gods  would  bid  their  slaves  adore, 

But  man  is  man;  and  who  is  more? 
Then  shall  they  longer  lash  and  goad  us? 

To  arms !  &c. 

4  Oh!  liberty!  can  man  resign  thee, 

Once  having  felt  thy  generous  flame? 
Can  dungeons,  bolts  and  bars  confine  thee? 

Or  whip  thy  noble  spirit  tame? 
Too  long  the  world  has  wept  bewailing, 

That  falsehood's  dagger  tyrants  wield, 

But  freedom  is  our  sword  and  shield, 
And  all  their  arts  are  unavailing, 

To  arms !  &c. 


B^z^^zSzzM^iz3zz^z^zl 

1.  Old         John      Brown's      bod  -  y    lies  a 
i  =— —  K — Kt~A  K — N — K — N— K — \t 

mould'ring  in  the  grave, While  weep  the  sons  of  bondage  whom  he 
ventured  all   to  save ;  But       tho'  he  lost  his    TfftT^  in 


Glory  Hallelujah  ! 


strugglin 


Am. 


the     slave,  His 
Chorus. 


soul  is  marching  ou. 
Tenor. 


Oh  !       glo  -  ry  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  !  ' 
I  K     \     S     \  I 


Bass. 


UP* 


Glo-ry,  glo  -  ry  hal  -  le  - 


lu  -  jah 

l 

6 


1      — ^rlf^— * 


Oh 

i 


J    P    1/  ' 

;lo  -  ry  hal  -  le  - 
\    \  r\ 


f — if7 "  ^    i~T — ? — — h=*- 


2  John  brown  was  a  hero,  undaunted,  true  and  brave; 

Kansas  knew  his  valor,  when  he  fought  her  rights  to  save; 

And  now  though  the  grass  grows  green  above  his  grave, 

His  soul  is  marching  on. 
S  He  captured  Harper's  Ferry,  with  his  nineteen  men  so  few, 

And  he  frightened  "Old  Virginny,"  'till  she  trembled  thro' 
and  thro' ; 

They  hung  him  for  a  traitor,  themselves  a  traitor  crew, 
But  his  soul  is  marching  on. 
[6]  . 
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Glory  Hallelujah  ! 


4  John  Brown  was  John  the  Baptist  for  the  Christ  we  are  to 

see — 

Christ  who  of  the  bondman  shall  the  Liberator  be; 

And  soon  throughout  the  sunny  south,  the  slaves  shall  all 

be  free, 
For  his  soul  is  marching  on. 

5  The  conflict  that  he  heralded. he  looks  from  heaven  to  view, 
On  the  army  of  the  Union,  with  its  flag  red,  white  and  blue, 
And  heaveu  shall  ring  with  anthems  o'er  the  deeds  they 

mean  to  do, 
For  his  soul  is  marching  on. 

6  0  soldiers  of  freedom,  then  strike,  while  strike  you  may, 
The  death-blow  of  oppression,  in  a  better  time  and  way; 
For  the  dawn  of  old  John  Brown  has  brightened  into  day, 
And  his  soul  is  marching  on. 


Itortjftr  tapMe. 

M.  ENDERSSOHN 

1.  Och!  they  say  love  is  blind,  An' faith,I'm  inclined  To 


H-3  '  --i 

think  that  same  sto  -  ry  a  thrue  one,  An* 
She  -  lah    so      sly,  Wid  her       both  -  er  -  in'    eye,  Has 


-V — V  - 

helpt  him    to    work  mee   un  -  do-in  !  She  fills  me   wid  grief,  The 

 ^-0  ^  ^  ^  ^.  fc_  T 

dear  lit-tle  thief,  An' her  coaxin' its    on  -  ly  de-.cate;  Och, 


MURTHEK  COMPLATE.  (3  3 


bone !    win      is        thru !      An'  what      '11       I      do  ?  For 


sure,  now,its  murther  complate  !  For  sure,now,its  murther  complate  I 

2  I've  coorted  her  bould,  an'  shewed  her  the  goold 
I've  saved  in  a  left-handed  stocin' — 

But,  the  divil,  she  laughs,  an'  bad  manners,  she  chaffs, 

By  Jabers  her  conduc  is  shockin' ! 

I've  thri'd  every  art,  to  saften  her  heart, 

In  throth,  an'  no  lander  I'll  wait — 

But  I'll  jump  widout  blarney,  in  the  lake  of  Killarneyt 

An'  make  meeself  murther'd  complate! 

3  Hould!  hould!  Pathrick  mee  man,  be  wise  if  ye'ee  can, 
Ye  wicked  an'  slaughterin'  sinner! 

I've  hit  on  a  scharne,  an'  its  mighty  great  blame, 

If  it  dont  tache  ye'se  quickl  to  win  her; 

Bad  luck  to  yer'  store  of  guineas  galore! 

Jist  throw  yer'self  down  at  herjjaate — 

Wid  a  little  goold  ring,  for  thars  jist  the  thing 

To  make  both  yer'  murthers  complate! 

 f-c:CD^>  


iear blanks 0f ifcat fmte  ptar. 


1.  Near  the  banks  of  that  lone  riv-er,  Where  the  wa  -  tei»  ' 


li  -  lies  grow,  Breathed  the  fair  -  est  flow;r  that  ev  -  er 
Bloomed  and  fa  -  ded    years      a  -  go.       How    we   met,  and 

lo?cd,  and  part  -  ed,   None  on  earth   can   ev  -  er  know...... 


/ 
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Near  the  Banks  of  that  lone  River. 


Nor  how  pure  and  gentle  hearted  Beam'd  the  mourn'd  one  years  ago. 
Chorus,  air. 

i     N  -M  \t 


h  s — •  \T — I  K  H 


ev  - er  know. . 


Nor 
I 


how  pure   and   gen  -  tie 


heart-ed. 


Beamed  the 


mourned  one 
=fc 


L-  1 

years 

Jl3 


go. 

I 


2  Like  the  stream  with  lilies  laden* 

Will  life's  future  current  flow; 
Till  in  heaven  I  meet  the  maiden, 

Fondly  cherished  long  ago. 
Hearts  that  love  like  mine  forget  not; 

They're  the  same  in  weal  or  woe, 
And  that  star  of  mem'ry  set  not 

la  the  graves  of  long  ago. 


f:  mater. 

It 


1.  Deep  -  ly      fall  -  ing,  round  doth  gath  -  er, 


Death's  dark  shades  a  -  bout    thee  now, 


We  would  smooth  thy 


We  would  bathe  thy 


low  -  ly     pii  -  low 
Of    thy  inoth-er,  Whom  thou  speakest, 


ach  -  ing  brow, 


S4 


She   no  earth  - 

— j  S — s--— 

— ! — -» — i — h 


care   will   need ; 


Her  from 
Chorus.  , 

Air. 

-fete 


For  there's  One  who  reigns  a  -  bove 
-4  mi  


US, 


pain 


and 


will  shield. 


...  ^    r.    r    -O-        I  •   ✓      I    ...  i  J 


Alto. I 

Rest,  gently 
Tenor     |      ,\  N 


rest 


Bass. 


Sleep  in 


peaceful     slumber ; 

sL 


I     ✓  if 

dim.  Repeat.  ^ 


3± 


God  careth   for  the   weak,  He  will  watch  o'er  thy  mother. 

■0-  " 


16*| 


00  He's  watching  o'er  thy  Motseb. 

2  And  now,  doubtless  she  is  waiting, 

For  thy  welcome,  joyous  tread  ; 
Or,  perhaps,  is  kneeling,  praying 

Choicest  blessings  on  thy  head. 
She  will  miss  thy  faithful  Vatching, 

And  thy  tender,  loving  care; 
But  there's  One  who  will  console  hery 

In  the  grief  she's  called  to  bear. 

3  Faithful  son?  and  noble  patriot! 

Thou  hast  won  a  glorrous  name, 
Fighting  in  the  cause  of  freedom, 

For  our  Sag  of  world-wide  fame. 
Thou  hast  left  a  lonely  mother,. 

Whom  thou  fain  wouldst  snield  from  fearj 
Well  remembered,  fond  words  spoken, 

Oft  will  cause  a  falling  tear. 

4  Gently  wave,  thou  weeping  willow, 
*     Where  our  hero  lowly  lies, 

Angel  forms  are  hovering  o'er  him, 
Soon  to  bear  him  to  the  skies. 

When  the  trees  their  leaves  do  scatter, 
And  the  wind  makes  mournful  sound, 

Up  in  heaven,  thy  mother7] I  meet  thee, 
Where  all  joys  forever  abound. 


%\t  Horn's  frapr. 


Kelrgiosov 


I.  The  hour  o£  eve  its   shade  a  -  yound  me  throws, 

r-  1  NfT  Nr  :  3  T 


The   time  draws  near  when   I   must  seek 


In  -   to    Thy  hands  my  soul 
-N—  »r 


——3 
do 


commend, 


— —  *-:j±::r 


3=^ 


Father,  watch  o'er  me,    guide  and  defend. 


O    may  the 


Tin:  Maiden's  Prayer. 
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shadows         that  droop    a  -  round  me,  Fill    now  my 


heart  with 


Ilo-ly  thoughts,with  thoughts  of  thee. 


2  When  but  a  child,  I  roamed  amid  the  flowers, 
Time  then  had  wings,  all  heedless  flew  the  hours; 
Visions  that  were,  have  now  no  charms  for  me, 
Sorrow  has  chastened,  trusting  in  Thee. 

Make  me  more  worthy  of  thy  great  goodness, 
Father,  prepare  me,  for  my  home  in  heaven. 

3  0  may  my  future  be  consigned  to  Thee, 
Safe  in  Thy  care,  from  every  sorrow  free; 

In  Thy  protection,  doubt  and  fear  have*flown, 
Father  in  heaven,  make  me  Thine  own, 
And  when  is  broken  life's  golden  circle, 
Then,  Father,  take  me  to  Thy  home  in  heaven. 


1.  When     twilight  dews  are    fall  -  ing  fast,    Up  - 
I  Kr  \  — — _  — — t — I  ^*-T — \  K — *  


on  the 


ro   -  sy 


sea ; 


I      watch  that   star  whose 


beam  so    oft      Has  lighted 


— - — *  # —  ^»-T — IS — 1\ — is  o   -T-a  i«s — IS — ; 

)0,  < 


thou,  too,     on      that      orb  so  dear,   Ah !    dost  thou  gaze  at 
*  is— «  -  7>m 


f)8  Twilight  Dews. 


yec    be      mine         in  heav'n !  And     thou,  too,     on  that 

z^zrztz 


zj— ^^z^~i—fz=z^^r^z^] 

 ^r-^j      T " ^  #~Z^~IIZ^  7-#^f-j 


orb    so    dear,      Ah !      dost    thou  gaze     at       ev'n ;  And 

Ad  lib. 

think, tho' lost  for  -  ev  -  er  here,Thou'lt  yet  be   mine  inheav'n! 

2  There's  not  a  garden  walk  I  tread, 
There's  not  a  flower  I  see, 
But  brings  to  mind  some  hope  that's  fled, 

Some  joy  I've  lost  with  thee ; 
And  still  I  wish  that  hour  was  near, 

When  friends  and  foes  forgiv'n, 
The  pains,  the  ills  we've  wept  through  here, 
May  turn  to  smiles  in  heaven! 


VERDI. 

1.  Oh !   gai   -    -    -   ly,      gai   -   ly      through  life 
wan   -    -  der,    O'er  -  cloud  it         not   With 

sor   -_-~row:      Ne'er   cast   a      shad   -   -  ow 

~^TI^iri?^— •  ....    ii^-Jy^  IJSS^I 


mor   -   -   row,   If  but..*. 


Gaily  through  Life  wanderj 
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'  day  ~   be      fair.  Our  path  is      va   -  ried 


be  fair.  Our  path  is 
Legato.  ^— g  ^ 


as    we    go, From  change  to  change 
 K 


suc-ceed  -  ing,  But 


who     Fate's  frown   is 

Rail.  Cres. 


-   -    ing  there? 


Then 


wan  -    der,    Dark  -  en  not    our  ex  -  ist  -  ence  with  care. 


2  Oh!  cold  would  seem  the  daybeara  glowing, 
If  friendship's  light  were  wanting, 
If  charms  as  by  some  spell  enchanting, 
While  we  its  brightness  share. 
Though  'mong  the  flowerets  springing  near, 
Weeds  will  be  intertwining, 
Yet  while  love's  sun  is  shining, 
The  heart  need  not  despair: 
Then  gaily  through  life  wander, 
Darken  not  our  existence  with  care. 


All 


for  -  ward   to     bat  -  tie !    the    trumpets    are    crying,  All 
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Garibaldi  Hymn. 


Forward  !    all     forward  !  Our   old  flag   is       fly  -  ing,  When 
^e      lin  -  ger     no    long  -  er ;  The 


Lib  -  er  -  ty     calls  us 


_0  

Reb  -  els, 


33 


come  on, 


we 

— ^ 

tho' 


thousand     to    one ! 


O, 


Lib  -  er  -  ty !    Lib  -  er  -  ty  !     deathless  and     glo  -  ri 

lillilliipSliipi 


Un  -  der  thy 


m 

ous, 


ban  ■ 


ner  thy    sons  are  vie 


rious,  _Our 


Free  souls  are       val  -  iant,  and   strong  arms  are  strong  -  er — 

ff  Con. 


God  shall  go  with  us,  and  bat  -  tie  be  won. 
Rabbia. 

-»  :  -*n 


Hur- 

PP 


rah  for  the 
Ores. 


ban  -  ner  !  Hur-rah  for     the    ban  ■ 


ner  !  Hur- 
Fine. 


•  ner, 


rah        for  our  ban 

2  All  forward!    All  forward! 


=t=t- 
flag  of 


the   free  ! 


All  forward  for  Freedom!  In  terrible  splendor 
She  comes  to  the  loyal  who  die  to  defend  her: 
Her  stars  and  stripes  o'er  the  wild  wave  of  battle 

Shall  float  in  the  heavens  to  welcome  us  on. 
All  forward!  to  glory,  though  life-blood  is  pouri  ig, 
Where  bright  swords  are  flashing.and  cannon  an  roaring 
Welcome  to  death  in  the  bullet's  quick  rattle — 

Fighting  or  falling  shall  freedom  be  won. 
Hurrah  for  the  banner!  &c 


Garibaldi  Hymn. 


*  All  forward !    All  forward ! 

All  forward  to  conquer!   Where  free  hearts  are  beating; 
Death  to  the  coward  who  dreams  of  retreating! 
Liberty  calls  us  from  mountain  and  valley  ; 

Waving  her  banner,  she  leads  to  the  fight. 
Forward!  all  forward:!  the  trumpets  are  crying; 
The  drum  beats  to  arm?,  our  old  flag  is  flying; 
Stout  hearts  and  strong  hands  around  it  shall  rally — • 
Forward  to  battle  for  God  and  the  Right! 
Hurrah  for  the  banner!  &c„ 


^Andante. 


M.  W.  BALFI. 

 1  *r 


5£ 


i.  -0k   take  me     to     thy  keart     &  -  gain  !  I 


*  -^z         0 — *  * — 0  0 

siev  -  er  more  will  grieve  thee,      All  jevs   are    fied.,  and 
Bit.  >- 


_ 

-#  #- 

Siope  is  dead, 
A  tempo. 


If 


in  -  deed  must  leave  thee.   For  - 


.give   tke   wild    and  an  -  gry  words,  This  way- ward  heart  hath. 


spo   -  ken.', 


did    not  dream  those  -cherished  cords  so 


- 

1  is: 

=3  . 

*-  * 

•  1        '     ,  •  -J. 

Sight  -  Jy  .could  hs    h*o  -  ken* 


Oh    take  me    to  thy 
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Oh,  take  me  to  thy  Heart  agaik. 


All 

m 


heart    a  -  gain,  I 
/ 


— N~ 


ner  -  er   more  will  grieve  thee,;  All 
Rail. 

T~^T"tf  *r~f* —  


—  — * — #  iv 

joys  are  fled,  and  hope  is   dead,  If 

Cres .  >~  ^ 


—  * — ^  

I      in  -  deed  must  leavo 


thee—  If 


in  -  deed     must  leave  thee. 


2  I  think  how  very  sad  and  lone, 
This  life  would  be  without  thee, 
For  all  the  joys  my  heart  hath  known, 

Are  closely  twined  about  thee. 
Oh  teach  me  to  subdue  the  pride 
That  wounded  thee  so  blindly, 
And  be  once  more  the  gentle  guide 
Who  smiled  on  me  so  kindly. 
Then  take  me,  &c. 


Irate-jof  mg  fcatt 


R.  F.  EAR  VET* 


Moderato. 


1.  I  breathe  once  more      my    na  -  tive    air,  And 


hail   each   hap  -  py,    hap  -  py  scene, 


That 


£  «3EEF 


me  -  ry 


Rail.  ^ 
whers,  As     tho'  I 


Holme  of  mt  Heart. 
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left  but  yes  -  ter  -  'een. 


0,  how 


1      love      u.  thee, 


rin  dear,  When  roam"" 


a  foreign 


strand, 


In     fan  -  cy 


still 


my 


*2 

steps 


here —  Home  of  my  heart,  my  na  -  tive  land.  In 
_____  v  Rail. 

fancy  still  my  steps  were  here    Home  of  my  hcart.my  na  -  tive  land. 
2  I've  found  the  hour  so  fondly  sought 
And  weep,  but  these  are  joyous  tears, 
That  rapture  of  a  moment,  bought 
By  long  and  weary  absent  years. 
0,  how  I  love,  &c, 


i      ✓     ^    t     I  ✓  i 

1.  The  traitor's  foot  is     on    thy  soil,   Ma  -  ry-land,  my 


[7] 


-«—#—#-  • 


Maryland,  my  Maryland. 


Ma 


0  . 

ry  -  land !    Let    not    his  touch  thy    hon  -  or  spoil, 

ft 


:i=pz-r*z=jfz=--irp— *3==s::j 

3:^EE=':fE?^=t3 


Ma  -  ry  -  land,  my   Ma  -  ry  -  land  !  Wipe  out  the    un  -  pa  - 

\  ^  -J-   J     JS  I      N     S     S     '  .  S 

:fc=3p=: ff=z=l3_=r:* — «...*-f  *•*"-*-•.  *. 


f =zz:iz_=*=:*— *: t  *  --*~*--r*q 

:S3:U=3^====:{==:==3:=3?£3 


y     1  y  i 

triotic    gore  That  fleck'd  the  streets  of     Bal  -  ti  -  more,  And 
K     iN     fc     '       K     S  I  I 

— 0  


£  g  r . 1      "      u      l  ■  r  ^  r 

be   theloy-al    State  of  yore,     Ma  -  ry-land,  my  Ma -ry-land. 


Maryland,  my  Maryland. 


2  Dear  mother,  be  thyself  again, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
The  Union  shall  not  call  in  vain, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
She  wants  to  meet  you  in  the  field, 
Our  country's  flag  and  laws  to  shield, 
We  never  can  to  treason  yield, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 

3  Thou  wilt  not  yield  the  rebel  toll, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
Thou  wilt  not  bend  to  his  control, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
Better  the  fire  upon  the  roll, 
Better  the  blade,  the  shot,  the  bowl, 
Than  degradation  of  the  soul, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland  1 

4  Hark  to  a  wand'rincr  son's  appeal, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
My  Mother  State  to  thee  I  kneel, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
For  Liberty,  and  Truth,  and  Right, 
Let  all  your  loyal  sons  unite, 
Drive  all  invaders  from  thy  sight, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 

6  I  see  the  blush  upon  thy  cheek, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
But  thou  wert  ever  bravely  meek, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
Arise!  and  heed  thy  sisters'  cry, 
Let  every  hand  and  heart  comply, 
And  burst  the  chains  of  Tyranny, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 

6  I  hear  the  distant  cannon's  roar, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
The  fife  and  drum  of  Baltimore, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
Huzza!  she  comes  to  help  restore 
The  Union  as  it  was  before, 
And  honored  be  thou  evermore, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
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Susie  Iratoc. 


M.  B.  LEAVITT. 


,  _LZ  4-  #  1-1-  J.  0  — 0. 

1.  There  used    to    live    in     Bos  -  ton  town,  A 


pret  -  ty   girl  named  Su  -  sie  Browne,  She    took  the  shine  off 


round,  My  own  sweet 
Chorus  Air. 


sie  Browne. 


i    ^  i 

pret  -  ti  -  est  gal  for  miles  a  -  round, 
— #  *  *  *  *  -  r -0  0  9- 


-    ~r -9  v  9— 


v 


-Ai 


Su  -  sie   Browne,  The  pret  -  ti  -  est  gal 

I      N      |       ^     *    A  .  fs 
.0 —0  0  0  _ 


town. 


JtL 


-9 — -w       v  9~r~v — "  ~  ~  ^  \ 


Susie  Browne.  *J*] 

2  I  met  my  Susie  BroVne  one  night 
As  I  walked  out  to  see  the  sights, 
She  looked  so  nice,  so  handsome  too, 
My  own  sweet  Susie  Browne. 

3  I  then  did  take  her  to  the  ball. 
To  see  the  fashions  in  the  hall, 
The  boys  they  had  an  eye  on  her, 
At  my  sweet  Susie  Rrowne. 

4  The  watchmen  they  did  make  a  rush, 
Because  the  boys  commenced  a  muss; 
You'd  ought  to  heard  the  prompter  call, 
As  we  both  left  the  hall. 

6  I  next  did  take  her  on  a  spree, 
To  ask  her  if  she'd  marry  me, 
And  on  her  lips  the  word  was  yes, 
But  then  she  muttered  no. 

6  And  now  that  she  lias  left  my  sight, 
I  mourn  for  her  both  day  and  night, 
I  cannot  rest  nor  lay  me  down, 
But  weep  for  Susie  Browne.  , 


FRANK  WILDER* 


%\t  littodflr  Corps. 

1.  1         want  -  ed  much  to     go     to    war,  And 


~* — *  — inr —  t  — h— fr 


•went  to      be     ex  -  am  -  ined ;    The       Surgeon  looked  me 


 5 — — 2_t  £ — 5  z=-5_i_^_p  2  


o'er  and   o'er,  My  back   and  chest  he  hammered.  Said 


'    m       W~^~m  T   *  

— \t — p —  

he,  "you're  not  the   man   for    me,  Your  lungs  are  much   af  - 
[7*] 


 K  

q:— az-p: 
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The  Invalid  Corps. 


m 


feet  -  ett,   And  likewise      both  your  "eyes    are   cock'd,  And 


oth  er   -  wise 

Chorus.  Air. 


de 


feet    -     -  ed.'! 


El 


Bass. 


: : i i  t  11  : 

in  -  not    go    and  fight,  sir,    The   doc   -  tor 

—  frp{    4  izpi==zzzzzzz--.  


If 


so, 


^      P  ^ 

you  know,  Of  course  it    must    be  right, 
\      K      N      N  \ 

^,A=:--t  ^  - 

-I  1  h--b  b- 


2  While  I  was  there,  a  host  of  chaps 
For  reasons  were  exempted, 
Old  "pursy,"  he  was  laid  aside, 
To  pass  he  had  attempted; 


The  Invalid  Corps.  79 

The  doctor  said,  "I  do  not  like 

Your  corporosity,"  sir! 
You'll  "breed  a  famine"  in  the  camp, 

Wherever  you  might  be,  sir! 

3  There  came  a  fellow,  mighty  tall, 

A  "knock-kneed  over-growner ;" 
The  doctor  said,  "  I  aint  got  time, 

To  take  and  look  you  over." 
Next  came  along  a  little  chap, 

Who  was  about  two-foot-nothing; 
The  doctor  said,  "  you'd  better  go 

And  tell  your  marm  your  coming/7 

4  Some  had  the  ticerdolerreou, 

Some  what  they  call  "brown  critters*  ;w 
And  some  were  lank  and  lazy  too; 

Some  were  too  "fond  of  bitters;" 
Some  had  "cork  legs,"  and  some  "one  eye  " 

With  backs  deformed  and  crooked; 
I'll  bet  you'd  laugh'd  till  you  had  cried, 

To  see  how  "cute"  they  looked. 


fiide     the     cot  -  tage    door,       And  hear   him    fal    -  t'ring 

—  *  f_  tf_L_^__  #_^«_±  .  L 

forth   the  tow,   He    oft   had   breathed      be    -  fore. 

I     think     I  feel         the      burn  -  ing    tears,    Up  - 

on    my   hand    that        fell,      As   then   he  sooth'd  my 


80 


My  Willie. 


rail  e  dim. 
fe~ 


trembling    fears,    And     wept      his   last   fare    -   well: — 


Chorus.    Piu  animato. 


bp— p- 

2nd  Treble. 

I'll      come  a  - 

gain 

to 

1  ✓ 

thee  my 

i  1 
✓ 

love,  Til 

TENOR._y__ 


11 


Bass. 


2  While  these  sweet  recollections  cling 

Around  my  loving  heart, 
The  joys  such  mem'ries  only  bring, 

Shall  dearest  hopes  impart; 
For  I  will  still  believe  him  true, 

And,  still  believing,  hear 
In  thought  those  words  which  can  renew 

Such  gladness  to  my  ear : — 


% |e  |iiss  bt|Ini  %  tow. 
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<3.  SL0WMAN. 


1.  Su-ean  dear,  the  morn  is  breaking,  And  I  must  a  . 


way,  leave  from  thee   un  -  wil  -  ling  tak-ing,  Would  that  I  could 


m 


stay, 


_^  p  I_ 

for  ckarm-mg 


3=- 


Sue, 


I    lore  hut  you: 


— +-# 

*  - 

Oft    I     have   told  you  so 


be 


fore.; 


Then 


let   me  not  de  -  part,    Ere    I     press  you    to    my  heart,  And 

i 


be  -  hind   the  door. 


steal    a      lit  -  tie    kiss*"       be  -  hind 
Chorus. 


For  charming   Sue,      I     love    but   you-  Oft 


5  5 

I  have 


3ld  you  so   be  -  fore  ;  Then  let   me  not  de- 


Then  let   me  not  de-part,  Ere  I 


§2  The  ^ISS  Behind  the  Door. 


|  press  you  to  my  heart,  And  steal  a  lit  -  tie  kiss  behind  the  door. 


2  Love  is  Like  a  tender  flower, 

Shedding  its  perfume, 
Oft  unnourish'd  by  the  shower, 
Losing  all  its  bloom. 
For  charming  Sue,  &c. 

3  Vows  of  love  too  oft  are  broken. 

Faithless  lovers  flee; 
Leaving  not  behind  a  token, 
'Tis  not  so  with  me. 
For  charming  Sue,  &c. 


%,  little  man  €ikt. 


3.  I     love      tie   white  gall   and    the   blaek,  And 


1    r  r  t?  fcq: 
Lv—i^— S5— S5-t 

trp: 

just    been  down 


thirs-ty —  I've 

V- 


love  myself   de    best.  Oh 

V  S  

up  -  per ;   1   drank  foi 

m 


 r.:;| 


ap 


pie 


-V 

jack,  and 


sup  -  per ;   I   drank  four  pails  of 


H — W 


fcub    of      ap  -  pie  but  -  tec* 


A  Little  More  Cider. 
Cnonus.         S        N  N 
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t  &  &  e>  — '- — 0  —  0 

y-.  h--1---  -.  hj  hj  1  ±-0-  0.  0.— 


Den 


lit 


9  S 

tie    more    ci  -  der    do,  Oh 


0- 


-0s  0^ 


 X_|J  U  ^  ^  ^  — 


0.  0.  0  0  0-\-0~-L-0-\-a  0  0  0  v  i 


lit  -  tie  more   ci  -  der  do, 


lit  -  tie  more   ci  -  der 


0-  -0^ 


0        ✓  y*  1"8H- ^— 7 


*    t  > 

I  0  0- 


m 


^ — — ^ — i_  ^ — ^ — a — - — m — i — 0  


—V- 

for    Miss   Di  -  nah, 


P     y     V  ✓ 

lit  -  tie  more  ci 


der 


do. 


-P  0- 


PS 


—5  ^ — uJ — I 

2  I  went  to  see  Miss  Snow  Flake/twas  on  Broadway  I  spied 
her, 

Fd  give  my  hat  and  boots  (I  would  now)  to  have  been  be- 
side her; 

She  looked  at  me,  I  looked  at  her,-—  She  went  across  the 
street, 

She  smiled  at  me,  and  then  she  said,    A  little  more  cider 
sweet.'' 

Den  a  little  more  cider  do,  &c. 
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A  LITTLE  MORE  ClDER. 


3  I  wish  I  was  an  apple,  and  Snow  Flake  was  another, 
Oh  what  a  pretty  pf.ar  we'd  make,  on  a  tree  together; 
How  bad  de  darkies  all  would  feel,  when  on  the  tree  they 

spied  her, 

To  think  how  happy  wre  should  be,  when  we're  made  into 
cider. 

Cho. — Den  a  little  more  cider  do,  &c. 


4  But  when  old  age  am  creeping,  we  grow  down  and  don't 

get  bigger, 

The  cider  sweet  am  sour  then,  and  we  are  just  the  nigger; 
But  let  the  cores  be  what  they  will,  short,  small,  or  wider, 
She  am  the  apple  of  my  eye,  and  I'm  bound  to  be  beside  her. 
Cho. — Den  a  little  more  cider,  &c. 


60  atoag  §M  mm. 


SUNG  BY  G.  SWAINE  BUCKLEY. 


1.  As      I   walked  out  one  moon-light  night, 


met  a  pret  -  ty  gall,  and  her  eyes  shone  bright,  Her 
0  .  y — s  t-N  — K — Nr  — K  Ti — i  K — \ 


face  was  so  black  dat  you  couldn't  see  it  well,  And  she  was  called  the 
I — K — Kf — H — Nf — /T\— tj-0 — 9 — ^  T  Nr  T 

yal  -  ler  Busha  Belle,  Says  I  young  la-dy,  may  I  walk  wid  you  ? 


 iV  *  V  rr\-r 

What  do    you  think  was    de     an  -  swer  dat    she  gave  me  ? 


Go  away  Black  max.  gg 

Chorus. 


-#  #  9  *  *  *  #  *  *t 


burn    you     wid       a   chunk,  If      I    don't   blow  digh  me. 


#  o  g  0  I  * — #>[ 

-S  uz=zD"__# — - — 0Az0 — * — E — HI 

 ^  ^  ^ — b — ^  ^-J--^ — ■> — ^ — — 1 
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Go  away  Black  Man. 


S    N  JS_  S  JS  N  N 


Vzi*—iiL—?z_*-ajie—zfr±:tt~*-— 

ri  -  t  t  -^i  i  5  I  t  I  f  r 

nev-er  saw   a    yal-ler  gall  could  make  me   run     a  -  way. 


>  ?  ?  ^  p  ?   P   ?  p 

2  We  didn't  talk  much  longer,  when  down  the  rain  it  fell, 
In  a  minit  I  up  wid  my  cotton  umberell, 
Says  I,  young  lady  will  you  lean  upon  my  arm, 
And  I  pledge  you  my  solemn  appetite  dat  I  mean  no  harm, 
So  come  young  lady,  may  I  walk  wid  you? 
Dis  time  a  different  answer  now  she  did  give  me. 

Come  along  black  man, 

I'll  go  along  wid  you  now, 

Hold  up  your  umberella, 

Or  I'll  get  wet  through  now. 
Kadi  inka  da,  &c. 


3  Now  as  we  walked  along,  I  don't  know  what  we  said, 
Butde  subject  of  matrimony  it  pop  in  my  head; 
But  what  passed  between  us  I'm  not  a  gwine  to  tell, 
But  next  week  I  was  married  to  yaller  Busha  Bell. 
We  went  to  a  parson,  all  to  be  wed, 

When  he  axed  the  lady's  name,  what  do  you  think  she  said? 
Go  away  black  man, 
Don't  come  nigh  me, 
I'll  burn  you  wid  a  chunk, 
If  I  don't  blow  digh  me, 
Radi  inka  da,  &c. 


®\  if  1 mat  one  to  \aat  rat  87 

MUSIC  BY  FRED.  BUCKLEY.  WORDS  BY  JAMES  CLARK. 

Oh        if     I  had  some  one  to     love  ine,  My 
tri  -  als  and  troubles  to  share,     One  who  would'  love  and  never  re  - 


prove  me,        But     lighten   my  heart  of  its   care,  Oh 

i 'til  r^A-ft^^i&u1'^  ^  rwt 

if  I  had  some  one  to  love  me,  To  bless  and  to  comfort  me 
too*       The  moon  and  the    stars  that's  a  -  bove  me,  Would 

1  V  V  r  T\—  ^  f--  \  r 

add  to   my  happiness     too.       For  'tis  lov-ing  that  blesses  ere  - 


a-tion,       It   is  love  that  makes  nature  sublime,  No 

matter  how  lofty  the  station,    To  love  is    a  feeling  divine. 

2  Oh  if  I  had  some  one  to  love  me, 

Creation  more  lovely  would  seem, 
The  flowers  as  they  perfume  around  me, 

Would  bless  and  enliven  the  scene. 
Oh  if  I  had  some  one  to  love  me. 

Whose  soul  I  really  call  mine, 
I  would  bless  all  the  kind  powers  above  me, 

And  would  think  that  my  life  was  sublime. 
For  its  loving  that  blesses  creation, 

It  is  love  that  makes  nature  sublime, 
No  matter  how  lofty  the  station, 

To  love  is  a  feeling  divine. 
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I'm  ire  an  M  smifes. 


WORDS  BY  S.  S.  STEELE. 


SUNQ  DY  BISHOP  BUCKLEY. 


1.  Oh   I  was  born  fop  smiling,  for  dat  dis  lip  was 


world,    Now  all  round  whar  I      go  -  ses    de      people  pcint  and 


cry,  "See  what  a  mouth  of  ros-es    dat  darkie   carries  by.?rNow 
Chorus. 


all  round  whar    I      go  -ses  de     people  point  and  cry,  "  See 


1 


what  a  mouth  of 


ros  -  es    dat    darkle    car  -  ries  by. 


2  Oh!  ladies  spare  my  blushes, 

They're  quite  wide  to  the  view;: 
Folks  say  I've  got  good  tushes, 

To  put  a  smile  Fight  through. 
All  you  that's  fond  of  roses, 

Just  view  these  (tulips)  two  lips  here; 
Dey  blossom  and  dey  blowses, 

All  round  from  y(ear)  to  y(ear). 
Chorus— Now  all  round  whar  he  goses,  &c. 

3  Some  lips  were  made  for  bussesr 

And  some  was  made  to  pout; 
But  mine's  two  Omnibusses, 

With  the  seats  turned  inside  out; 
Dar's  one  'bove  all  others, 

Dis  heart  and  lip  distends; 
'Tis  when  I  see  around  us, 

De  smiles  of  our  kind  friends. 


"%tif  fifc  6ras." 
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Andante. 


1.  I    oft     -    en  sit   at    e  -  ven-tide,  Be  - 


neath  the  old   elm      tree,  And      there      a  -  lone  a  - 


fai   •   ry  form  Comes  soft  -  ly      back      to      me  ; . . . .  A 


form  enshrin'd  for     ev  -  er-more,  While  mem-o  -  ry  holds  her 

_ «/_   

sway, —  The  early  lov'd  and  early  lost ;  The  gentle  Lillian  Gray,  The 
ear  -  ly  lov'd  arid  ear    ly    iost  \'  The  gentle    Lil  -  lian  Gray. 


2  And  when  the  night  its  veil  hath  spread, 

And  all  is  husti'd  and  still, 
Sweet  dreams  of  hope  and  happiness 

My  wearied  bosom  fill; 
An  an°rel  form  bends  o'er  my  couch, 

And  beckons  me  away 
Unto  that  bright  and  happy  land, — 

To  gentle  Lillian  Gray, 
Unto  that  bright  and  happy  land, 

To  gentle  Lillian  Gray. 


90  itstj  ffjm. 

SUNG  BY  Q.  fciWAINE  BUCKLEY. 

tS2-~:^-t  *  V  v± 

I.    I  once  did  know  a    yaller   gal,  for  her  I  used  to 


sigh,  I  thought  that  we  could  make  a  match  just  like  a  hook  and 





eye  ;   I  asked  her   if  she'd  have  me,  when  she  gave  me  such  a 


look,  I  really  tho't  she  would  say,  yes!  she  said  it  (with  a  hook!) 


Air.  Chorus. 


✓  ✓  ✓ 


Alto. 

Oh  Katy,  oh  Katy,  don't  marry  a  -  uy  other,  You'll 
Tenor.  k 


 K  ^  S    a    4  *    0    4   «  *  

Q»- Z#-C-  C  I  -^-—-I.gZX-^ 

Bass.  ✓    I      ✓  8--    t?  "P  FT? 


.  T 


✓   U  V  V   *  V   ✓     ✓   ✓    I*  . 

break  my  heart  and  kill  me  dead,  And  you'll  be  hung  for  murder. 
is-*s  .J\    \    \    \    S   S      v    v     k  J>    J*  \ 


Katy  Dean.      *  91 

2  One  night  she  went  walking  out  with  Lem  Percimmon 

Bowers, 

Dey  went  in  de  buckwheat  fields,  among  de  Jimson 
flowers ; 

He  said  dat  he  would  gib  his  love,  if  she'd  but  gib  him  her's, 
I  felt  as  though  Fse  setting  on  a  pint  of  Chestnut  Burrs. 
Chorus— Oh  Katy,  oh  Katy,  &c. 

3  Til  call  dat  darky  out.  I  will,  and  kill  him  very  dead, 

I  hear  the  bullets  whizzing  through  his  huckleberry  head. 
For  if  she  will  not  have  me— why  Til  go  and  squeeze 
her  wizen, 

And  if  she  will  not  marry  me,  she  never  shall  be  his'n. 
Chorus.— Oh  Katy,  oh  Katy,  &c. 

 >  

%xm\w  Si 

SUNG  BY  BISHOP  BUCKLEY. 


V.   Oh!  I  could  tear  (lis  wool,  heigho!  For  love  of  charming 

Sue  ;  Dat  cru  -  el  col-ord      gal,  heigho!   Has    split  my  heart  in 

t.  #  1=5— >-±  0—0-  ^T-T-t=5— 

two,  She  promised  once  dat    she,  heigho!    To     me  would  married 

— *-t-]Z—s-vi--&--l-  -^:J-v_v__/L_v_t 

be  ;  But  now  my  money's    gone,  heigho,  She   says  she  wont  have 
Chorus.  Air. 

Heigho!  heigho!  She  says  she  wont  have  me 

JVi.  V  A-hi  -C=T^^- 


 _g  q+nf^.f  ^.^i^.. 


alto. 

poor  fellow,      poor  fellow,    says  she  wont  have  me. 

^  '-'-1    I-*  *V\>>-  *  *-  9—4—  -J- 
rJ —  — r     0  -  tt—0-0 — T-0-0- 


pr—  ~  r  -c-^-V-tt-0-0  T-*-0  r0  r- 

Bass.  *w 


Q2  Crying  Song. 

2  I  heard  but  tother  day,  heigho! 
Dat  she  had  married  Pete, 
Dat  ugly  thick  lipp'd  nig,  heigho! 

With  his  legs  like  number  eight. 
Dey  say  dat  he  is  rich,  heigho! 

And  got  a  horse  and  cow; 
So  she  has  gone  and  jilted  me, 
And  I  am  wretched  now,  ow — ow, 
Heigho!  heigho! 


Harael  feto. 

Allegro  Moderate 
1.  I    once  did  know      a        Gembleman,  One 

of  true  Nigger  blood  ;  In  Ca  -  ro  -  li    -    na      he  war  rais'd,  A  - 

mong  de  cotton     bud.  He  war    de  pride   ob  all  de  land,  And 

when    a  -  mong  de     gals        Dat  shew'd  him  tick  lip 


face,  dey  cry'd    De        nan  -  sum      Gem  -  ble  -  man. 
Chorus.  Air. 

A  - — -  S 

rs  U — 0  1__ — i  ^   p  ^  v  i — T 


Alto.      |       j  '  :  U  ✓      ✓  I 

Dere     goes   he,      de  hansum  Gem  -  ble  -  man 

Tenor.     _j_      }        ^  |S      N  _£N 

d  .  J  *  *  d 


C\L-W  0  0-1  0  0  0-1 — ^—I 


Baps. 


Daniel  Crow. 
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>   .  v  V  _-,  r 


!         !       ^       $  ■     *  ^       y      \j  I 

Dere   goes    be,     wid    his    Ban -jo      and    his  Bones. 

-*L    A,   f      5}    ^  }    f     s    :N  ! 


-#  — *  —  ?  0-1  tr-lf 

:£  5 — j-i-^ — 5 — * —  L 


2  He  war  a  pleasant  feller,  an' 

Could  sing  a  right  good  song; 
An'  when  de  gals  dey  spied  him, 

Dey  all  would  round  him  trong. 
An'  when  dat  him  would  play  a  tune, 

Dey'd  make  him  sing  again, 
Dey'd  cry  an'  screech  like  wild  cats, 

Here's  de  nans  urn  Gembleman. 
Chorus. — Dere  goes  he,  &c. 

3  Dis  Nigger  he  war  mighty  tall, 

And  had  a  woolly  head; 
Oh!  'pon  my  word,  he  dress'd  so  fine, 

He  here  de  fashion  led. 
Him  coat  it  was  a  bright  sky  blue, 

His  trousers  war  a  tan, 
De  white  folk  cry'd,  when  he  dey  view'd, 

Sich  a  hansum  Gembleman! 
Chorus. — Dere  goes  he,  &c. 


**-  Crate  foktf  %  ttiuMfa  imp."  • 

WORDS  BY  J.  H.  ECCLES.  MUSIC  BY  FRED.  BUCKLEY. 

Moderate 

1.  Come  where  the  moon-beams  linger, Come  to  the  fairy  scene, 

Es-i;^z:*-p:T:^=X-U:i:^-^^:i£rE^:i 

Come  where  the  pale  light  fall  -  eth  With  soft   and  silv'ry  sheen!  — 


Come  where  the  moonbeams  linger. 


Come  to  the  fai  -  ry  scene,  Come  where  the  pale  light  fall  -  eth  With 


soft    and  sil  -  ve  -  ry  sheen!  There  I  will  soft  -  ly    whisper  My 


Z^rz 


 1  1    V  ft—  f-t  IVy— y-T 

heart's  fond  love  to    thee,  That  fading  years  can  never  change, What- 

Rit 

eW  my  lot  may  be,  what-e'er  my  lot  may  be,  wbat  - 
e'er    my  lot  may  be.     Ccme,  come, 


come,  come,  come,  come, 


i 


me,  Come  where  the  moonbeams  linger, Come  to  the  fairy  scene, 


Come,  come,  come,come, come  to  the 


fai  -  ry  scene! 


2  Come. where  the  moonbeams  linger, 

And  rippling  waters  play, 
Come  when  the  (lav  hath  faded, 

With  footsteps  light  and  gay, 
Where  rippling  waters  play, 

Come  when  the  day  hath  faded, 
With  footsteps  li<^ht  and  gay; 

Where  the  bright  stars  shine  above  us, 
And  we  breathe  our  hearts'  fond  vow, 

That  truth  alone  may  guide  us 
Where'er  on  earth  we  go, 


Ml&  csm  up. 


1.  Massa's  gone  the  news  to  hear,  And  he  has  left  de 


o  -  verseer,  To  look  to   all  de  niggers  here  While  I  make  love  to 
Sym. 

Sally ;  She's  such  a   belle,    A  real  dark 


 T-0 — f  — ^V---t  !  Ktt 


swell,  She  dresses   so  sweet  and  looks  so  well,  dar's  not  a    gal  like 
Sal  -  ly;  Sal  -  ly,    come  up,      Sal  -  ly,  come  down,  oh! 


Sal  -  ly,  come  twist  your  heel    around,    De  old  man  he's  gone 


down   to  town,  Oh!  Sal  -  ly,  come  down   de  middle. 

2  Monday  nteht  I  £ave  a  ball, 
And  I  invite  de  darkies  all ; 

The  thick,  the  thin,  the  short,  the  tall, 
But  none  come  up  to  Sally. 
She's  such  a  belle,  &c. 

3  De  fiddle  was  played  by  Pompey  Jones, 
Uncle  Ned  he  shook  de  bones; 

Joe  he  played  de  pine  stick  stones, 
But  I  made  love  to  Sally. 

She's  such  a  belle.  &c. 

i 

4  Sally's  got  a  lubly  nose, 

And  flat  across  her  face  it  grows; 
It  sounds  like  thunder  when  it  blows, 
Such  a  lubly  nose  has  Sally. 
She's  such  a  belle,  &c. 
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Btalm  film  m  i\t  tftouteti. 


With  intense  and  joyous  expression. 


1.  Sto-len  kiss-es 


are  the  s\*eetest 

Ritard. 


all  confess'd,  Tho'  of  transcient  joys  the  fleetest,  None  im  -  part  so 

great  a  zest.  Muffs,  and  milk  and  wa-ter  spoonies,  Rave  of  cheeks,  and 

Crest. 

-  avish'd 

m 


fin  -  ger  tips  ; — Kisses  are  by 
^  Cres. 


all   butmoonies,  Bold-ly  ravish'd 


ca  -  ting, 


Mer  -  ry    threat,     or    frighten'd  glance, — Scorn  the  man  who 
accel 

-  :  Nr  k  T  K  k"  S  r-P-'-f  3| — T 

 _P  ^  Jyj  ^  P  p  —  ~p  -  — h-  -  ^--1 


hes  - 
«A  tempo. 
r#-i 


-   ta   -   tiug,  Ev  -  er   miss'd   a    sin  -  gle  chance, 


Scorn  the  man  who,  hes-i  -  ta-ting,  Ev-  er  miss'd  a    sin  -  gle  chance. 
2  Kisses  granted  for  the  asking; 
No  necessity  to^steai ; 
No  strategic  powers  tasking, 
Are  insipid,  To  use  a  very  homely  but  familiar  expression,  just 
like  veal;~* 

For  as  veal  is  never  sapid, 

Of  accompaniments  bereft, 
So,  a  kiss  is  somewhat  vapid, 
Lacking  piquancy  of  theft. 


Stolen  Kisses  ahe  the  Sweetest. 
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Fragrant  lemon  juice's  savour 
Veal  requires,  the  taste  to  please, 

And  a  kiss  may  have  its  flavor 
Greatly  heighten' d  by  a  squeeze^ 

And  a  kiss  may  have  its  flavor 
Greatly  heighten 'd  by  squeeze. 

3  Kisses,  sans  solicitation, 

If  bestowed  in  love  or  play, 
Are  (of  course  in  moderation) 
Very  pleasant  in  their  way; 
Having  tendency  to  soften 

Dispositions,  harsh,  and  gruff; 
But,  if  volunteer'd  too  often, 
Cause  a  sense  of  Not  exactly  indifference,  but  a  kind  of  con- 
sciousness that  you  have  had  quite  enough. 

4  None  are  able  to  refute  it, — 

Stolen  kisses  are  the  best! 
Should  a  pretty  girl  dispute  it, 

Then,  nothing  is  easier  than  to 
Simply  put  her  to  the  test, 

Should  a  pretty  girl  dispute  it, 
Simply  put  her  to  the  test. 

ma  $m  ^JTjlaj  of  t\t  Stan. 


WORDS  BY  DEXTER  SMITH,  JR.  FREDERICK  BUCKLEY. 


1.  As  sweet-ly      as     stars'  o'er   us   beaming,  As 


r-i — K-^s-- — ft— jnr  t-- 1 —  K — Kt 

c  *  -o-1-^ — *L  ^*-z^r*  1 

glo  -  ri  -  ous,  cheering  and   true  ;  Are  bright  stars  on  our  ban-ner 


 1  ^  ^  

 ,J  w.  1-3  C- 

—1-^-1  i 

gleaming,  With 

hope  froi 
 *~~ftl 

n   its  clear 

■»  '- 

sky  of 

— i  r- 



blue ;  Like 

9 

■4         v  v 

to -sea  and    li  -  lies  en-twin-ing,   Are  joined  in  glad  u-nion  it« 


gg     We'll  Stand  by  the  Flag  of  the  Stabs. 


the  Stars,  We'll  Stand  by  the  Flag  of  the  Stars, 


bars   As  long    as    the  bright  sun    is   shin-ing,  We'll 

S  tand  by  the  Flag  of  the  f ' 
Chorus. 
,.  /FIst.  tenor.  . 

2nd.  tenor. 
We'll  stan 
1st.  bass.   J  . 


2nd.  bass 


fight 
I 


for    the   flag      of  the 


-A 


stars,  We'll  stand  by  the  flag,  We'll 

f  ?ti^T'"^T^T7T 


fight  for  the   flag,  We'll  die   for   the   flag     of     the  stars. 


2  We'll  stand  by  our  dear  flag  forever, 

Nor  yield  to  the  traitor  its  fame; 
Our  union  no  vile  foe  shall  sever, 

Or  ever  extinguish  its  flame; 
The  Star  flag  will  keep  in  its  glory 

Till  war  and  its  tumult  shall  cease; 
Oh!  join  us  in  song,  and  in  story, 

And  hasten  the  dawn  of  sweet  peace, 
And  hasten  the  dawn  of  sweet  peace. 


%\t  ©ft  Ml  pie.  99 

Chorus  in  unis. 

h  n  .  -        i  *  h  "55 


'Twason  a  clear  Sep tem-ber  night,  Ah  ah 

Solo. 


  De  stars  were  linking  love  and  light,  ah,   ah. . . . 


Era  *    *  p — ?t_J-^..:,  p  fy.  gs. 

tall   wood  pile,  By 


de    old    plan-ta-tion's  tall  wood  pile,  de 
Chorus  uxis. 


C5V — * — ? 


old 


wood 


pile, 


de     old     wood  pile, 


— U- 
Oh 


  de      old         wood      pile,      Oh   de 

old  wood  pile,  dat  makes, dat  makes  de  kitchen  smile,  Wid  love  and  light, 
  ^  [by  de 

Hie     so   bright,  From  de     old   wood   pile,     Ah!    ah!  ah! 

2  Soon  from  de  house  sweet  "Woolsey  runs,    Ah — ah— 
And  in  a  crinoline  she  comes,    Ah — ah— 

Fse  just  come  to  pick  chips  awhile, 
She  whispered,  by  the  old  wood  pile, 
She  whispered,  by  de  old  wood  pile, 
De  old  wood  pile,    Chorus. — Ah — ah — 
Oh!  de  old  wood  pile,  &c. 

3  De  more  she  tried  to  pick  de  chips,  Ah — ah— 
De  more  dey  from  her  fingers  slips,  Ah — ah-s 
Because  she  eyed  me  all  the  while, 

As  I  sat  by  de  old  wood  pile, 
As  I  sat  by  de  old  wood  pile, 
De  old  wood  pile,    Chorus. — Ah — ah— 
Oh!  de  old  wood  pile,  &c.  . 
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Jftttp  Masting  $ag. 


Moderate 


WORDS  BY  S.  S.  STEELS. 


massa's  calling  gay,  Come  hur  -  ry 


the 


pens  boys  ;  'Tis 


-*— -« — '  —  * 


sheep  washing  day ;  Drive  down  your  wooT-Iy   cat-tie  When  the 

-p«c — K— V  j    N.— fa 


ribers   roll-ing  full,   And  wash  dem  till    dar  flee-ces  shine  just 


Chorus.  Tenor 


like    a      darkey's  wool. 


I 


I 


Me-e-e  me-e-e 


Bass. 


Me-e-e,  me-e-e,  me-e-e,  me-e-e. 


m 


Bla !    Bla !    bla !       de    bells     all      tin  -  gle  gay, 


 1  1  L 


ff 


:pr:: 


Sheep  Washing  Day. 
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dar-kies    have   a       jol  -  ly    time    on  sheep  washing  day 


■•a  f  !■-$ 

-0^  0  — 0~V- 

i 

^    ✓ p  V 

\-^K  K  Kr- 

— N  N  S  \i 

— <  — p  p  K<- 

:^-#-#-^: 

1 — i—  K  1 — 

-aP — *zt 

m 

-0  0  #_T_^ 

L_l  ^—1  »  

— 

2  Now  souse  dem  in  de  river, 
Splash  goes  de  water  high; 
How  de  little  mutton's  shiver, 

When  dey  see  de  old  ram  sigh. 
Baptize  dat  wooly  sinner, 
See  dat  old  pugnacious  ram, 
.    Butt's  Ceasar  in  de  dinner, 
He  collapses  like  a  clam. 
Cho.— Bla!  Bla!  Bla! 


3  Quick  catch  dat  big  he  mutton, 
By  de  horns  and  by  his  tail; 
Lord!  how  de  creature's  butting 

Wid  de  horn  upon  his  heel. 
See — what's  de  row  up  yonder, 
^How  dem  niggers  fight  and  pull; 
Dey're  washing  Cato's  topnot, 
Or  a  nigeer  mutton's  wool. 
Cho.— Bla!  Bla!  Bla! 


4  Now  jump  up  from  de  river, 

See  de  sun  am  gone  to  roost; 
De  sheep  and  niggers  shiver, 

Like  a  horse-fly  in  the  frost. 
Dar's  hoe  cake  home  a  baken, 

Our  stomack's  -for  to  dry; 
And  Dinah's  got  a  little  drop, 

Qiivhiskey  on  the  sly. 
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Stop  j&mjj. 


WHIT1EN  AND  COMPOSED  BY  A.  SEDGWICK. 


-0-  0  J»- 

1.  One  morning  ve  -  ry   ear  -  ly,    Old  mas-sa  bid  me 


 J.  m — „  j.  u 


F 


rise,      But  'twas  no  use,  in    vain  I  tried  :  I  could  not  ope  my 


— # — f — f-^ 

9 — 


eyes,  And  so      it      al-ways    is  with  me  Throughout  the  whole  day 

t — per  ^— ^zggu  J  im 

long — I  can-not  dig,    I    can-not  hoe— I   can  scarcely  sing  this  song. 


Chorus.  Air. 


He  could 


Tenor 


S5nrn5 — b~~^ — ■  ^ — b  ft — ft 


EES 


*-  -p-  -0-     0    -0     0    -0-  F     F     'F  F. 

fain   drop   off    his   chair  ;  Its  not  from  work  !  Its  not  from  fat!  He's 

— »  -« — a^-f-o *— o-f»— *,;tt%-*-f 


*    V    *  V 


Buckley's  Sleepy  Song. 
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— ?-t-,* — — *  x-0 — 0 — * — f-x 

>    U'f      '      '  '      '      "      V  > 

!la  -  zy    eve  -  ry-where,         yaw  . . .    With  sleep     I      do     da  - 

n  \  s  K  r>  r>  s  r> 

'-j  •«  -    r  "^i:-:i"*~*s-i  *  *— *-t 

iv— — — ^-p — p — ^ — *-x 

clare,      yaw   He  could   fain   drop      off      his  chair. 

2  Miss  Luciana  Dobson 

Once  on  a  time  did  say, 
You  handsome  looking  Darkey — 
We'll  wed,  just  name  the  day — 
The  day  was  fixed — the  morning  came, 
The  engagement  I  did  keep, 
{  But  when  the  broom  was  to  be  jumped,  > 
or  (  But  when  the  Darkey  said  "  Amen,"  J 
Why  I  was  fast  asleep. 

Cho. — For  I'm  so  very  sleepy,  &c. 

3  In  Mexico  while  fighting, 

One  day  with  Gen'ral  Wool, 
I  cut  three  en'mies  heads  off, 

And  did  it  mighty  cool  ; 
But  the  Mexicans  they  saw  me, 

Though  fast  I  tried  to  creep, 
They  took  and  made  me  prisoner, 
And  they  caught  me  fast  asleep. 
Cho. — But  I'm  (but  he's)  not  so  very  sleepy,  now, 
1  hope  my      )  song  will  take; 
He  hopes  our  S 
Our  patrons  ere  will  find  (me  j 
I  him  ) 

Ev'ry  ev'ning  wide  awake.  Yaw, 
I  hope     )  our  song  will  take,  yaw, 
He  hopes  j 

Indeed  (  Til    [  try  to  wake. 
I  HeTl  J 


104    "  i%|itf,  anfo  to." 

A  EEG'LAR  CUKE, 
n  Lively. 

1.  Oh  dear!  oh  my!  how  queer  I  feel,  I  don't  know  what  to 

L«  ±M  ^— ^--m  L*  » — x 

do  i  For  I'm  in  love  with  Pol  -  ly  Peel,Wot  lives  at  Number 
Two.  My  heart  goes  bump,  my  legs  go  jump  ;  I'm  lost   I  know  for 


sure,     "  I     shall  dance  till   worn  down  to      a   stump,  Oh  ! 


wont  that    be        a    Cure  ?        A    Cure,       a   Cure,  Oh! 


yes,    a     Cure,  'twill  be      indeed      a    Cure ;        With  my 

hop-pi  -  ty  kick  -  i  -  ty,  high  and  low,  I   am   a  reg-'lar  Care. 

2  I  dance  around  her  day  and  night, 

And  find  I  cannot  cease, 
But  she's  sot  another  Chap  all  right, 

And  he's  in  the  Police. 
His  dress  is  blue,  his  Letter's  Q, 

He  treats  me  like  a  Boor;  . 
His  Number  it  is  One-ty  one, 

And  he  says  that  I'm  a  Cure! 
A  Cure,  a  Cure,  Oh!  yes,  a  Cure, 

He  says  that  Fm  a  Cure; 
With  my  hoppity  kickity,  &c. 


HOPPITY,  KlCKITY,  HIGH  AND  LOW." 


8  I  went,  Miss  Polly  Peel  to  meet, 

But  the  man  who'd  brought  the  coal, 
Left  wide  the  op'ning  in  the  street, 

So  I  tumbled  down  the  hole; 
As  black  as  soot,  poor  me,  they  put 

In  water  most  impure, 
By  way  of  giving  me  a  wash, 

Now  was'nt  that  a  Cure? 
A  Cure,  a  Cure,  Oh!  yes,  a  Cure, 

Oh!  was'nt  that  a  Cure? 
With  my  hoppity,  &c. 

4  One  day  she  gave  me  sich  a  smile, 

Oh!  how  my  heart  did  beat; 
When  after  walking  near  a  mile, 

She  asked  me  to  stand  treat. 
She  broke  a  glass  and  then  did  say, 

"  This  young  man  so  demure, 
The  damage  I  have  done,  will  pay; 99 

Oh!  was'nt  that  a  Cure? 
A  Cure,  a  Cure,  Oh!  yes,  a  Cure, 

Oh !  was'nt  that  a  Cure. 
With  my  hoppity,  &c. 

6  I  told  them  I  had  got  no  cash, 

Said  they  that's  rather  odd ; 
But  as  the  glass  has  gone  to  smash, 

Why  you  must  go  to  Quod!— 
In  vain  I  said  to  One-ty-one 

That  I  was  awful  poor; 
So  I  tipp'd  for  what  I  had'nt  done, 

My  eye !  that  was  a  Cure — 
A  Cure,  a  Cure,  Oh  yes!  a  Cure, 

Oh  yes,  it  was  a  Cure. 
With  my  hoppity,  &c. 

6  You'll  ask  me  why  it  is  my  plan  ' 

To  dance  and  not  be  stopping; 
I  was  bit  by  a  mad  Fiddler  Man, 

That's  why  I  keeps  on  hopping— 
But  I  have  got  no  more  to  say, 

That  you  could  now  endure, 
Except  before  I  dance  away, 

That  I'm  a  grateful  Cure — 
A  Cure,  a  Cure,  Oh  yes,  a  Cure, 

I  am- a  grateful  Cure. 
With  my  hoppity,  &c. 
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FRED.  BUCKLEY. 


fiss  me,  mtttjjtr,  m  1  Me, 

Moderate 


1.  Kiss    me,   moth  -  er,    ere      I  die,- 
—  -j  -- ^  -  — ^ — -p—  ^  t  H  *  


Let     me  feel  thy  soft  ea  -  ressing, 


Ere   I    in  the  cold  grave 


r —  t  r — — 

h— #-{- 

-i/  

lie,    Give  me  once  a-gain  thy  blessing,    As  you  blest  me  when  a 


boy — 


When   of    life's  bliss  I 


dreaming,— 


Years    have  wrecked  those   ships  of 
■P-- 


And 


star  of  hope    is  beaming,  Oh!  Kiss  me,  mother,  ere 


die — 


Let 


-^.hh — ^  ■ .  k  ■    .  r-r — *r- — r 


feel   thy   soft    ca  -  ress  -  ing  ; 

 K__^r 


Ere   I    in  the  cold  grave  lie  ;  Kiss  me,  mother,  ere   I  die. 


Chorus.  Air. 


0-^-0—0  0  '0---0r-1^- 

Alto.I       u    j/  ^    ^  15 

Kiss  me,  mother,  ere     I    die ; 


Trnor, 


-  --0—0 — J- 

1    U  U  1/  1/  £ 

Once  a-gain  your  child  ca  - 


/    r>  r 


Bas», 


Kiss  me,  Mother,  ere  i  die.  ]07 


z&zizzfz: 

#  •  •      r    _r   r      rt.»     r   m   *  t 

ress,      Soothe,  Oh  !  soothe  my   dy  -  ing  hours,  Dear  mother — 
1                       N                     1        1  "    P>  ,  A 

-                     rfc  2fc  _•-       >..*  j 

Never  more  on  earth  awaking; — 
Nay,  I  would  not  have  thee  weep, — 

As  my  soul  its  flight  is  taking, 
Do  not  weep  for  me  who  goes 

From  a  world  of  care  and  sorrow, 
To  a  sweet  and  last  repose, 

Where  there  comes  no  fading  morrow. 
Oh!  Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die — 
Let  me  feel  thy  soft  caressing; 
Ere  I  in  the  cold  grave  lie; 
Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die. 
3  Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die, — 

Sweeter  far  will  be  our  meeting 
Past  the  pearly  clouds  that  lie 

Where  the  sun  the  morn  is  greeting, 
Then,  upon  my  pallid  brow, 

Press  thy  loving  lips  with  gladness, 
Death  is  painless  to  me  now; 

Thy  sweet  kiss  hath  banished  sadness. 
Oh !  kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die — 
Let  me  feel  thy  soft  caressing; 
Ere  I  in  the  cold  grave  lie ; 
Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die: 
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1.  The  cold  winds  of      Autumn,  WaiJ  mournfully 


 1-  i-T 

q  ; 

#  I  *     P    *  - 

— i ^  « 

..^         1  t  t — P= 

=x — c  t_: 

here ;    The  leaves,  round  me 

03 


fall  -  ing,  are    fa  -  ded  and 


L-CS  ?_ff-J.^_#_^___^_ 


But   chill  ,tho'    the  breeze   be,"  And  threat'ning  the 


storm,    My  heart, 

/TN 


full 


of    fond-ness,  Beats   kind  -  ly  and 


warm.  Oh !  Ben  -  nis,  dear,  come  back    to    me,    I     count  the 

/TN    P*u  lonto. 


P  : 

f_-  ^  ^ 

- 

•  ^    15    *    U          -  h 

Slentdo, 


7fr 


 1_ 

— 


— /TV 


gain  From  thy 

2 


own  darl  -  ing,     Kate      0'  Shane. 


'Twas  here  we  last  parted, 
7Twas  here,  we  first  met, 
And  ne'er,  has  he  caused  me, 

One  tear  of  regret, 
Tho'  seasons  may  alter, 
Their  change  1  defy, 
My  heart's  one  glad  summer, 

When  Dennis  is  by. 
Oh!  Dennis,  dear,  comeback  to  me, 
I  count  the  hours,  away  from  thee. 
Return,  0  never  part  again, 
From  thy  own  darling  Kate  0' Shane. 
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1.  Ring     de      bell   and  boom   de    gun,  Make 
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way  for      freedom's     car,       For   ebe   -   ry       cul  •  lered 


mud-der's      son,      am  gwine  to   gine    de    war,  Dey 


can't  ob  -  fas  -  ti  -  cate    de   Souf  wid  -  out     de    nig  -  ger's 


aid,         So       turn  -  ble     in      ye      cullered   folks.  And 
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L     w   ' 

join         de         black       Brig      -  ade. 


2  We're  gwine  down  to  take  de  Souf, 

And  ride  em  on  a  rail, 
De  white  folk3  try  to  win  de  day, 

But  de  nigger  nebber  fail; 
Dey'll  think  John  Brown  am  coming  down 

To  make  annudder  raid; 
So  tumble  in,  ye  cullered  folks, 

And  join  de  Black  Brigade. 
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.  'Tis        sad,    'tis  sad 
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cold! 


Could  those  days  but 


come  a  -  gain  !  With  their  thorns  and  flow'rs  !    I   would  give  the 


&3 


hopes 
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years !  Tor  those 


by  -  gone  hours  ! 


2  'Tis  sad,  'tis  sad  to  number  o'er, 

The  faces  glad  and  gay, 
Which  we  have  lov'dl  some  smile  no  more, 
Around  us  as  they  did  of  yore ! 

And  some  have  turned  away! 
Could  those  days,  &c. 

3  'Tis  sad,  'tis  sad  to  come  again, 

With  changed  heart  and  brow, 
To  our  youth's  home  where  none  remain, 
Of  those  who  made  it  blessed  then, 

Who  leave  it  lonely  now! 
Could  those  days,  &c. 

4  Oh!  little  things  bring  back  to  me, 

Thoughts  of  by-gone  hours ; 
The  breath  of  kine  upon  the  lea, 
The  murmur  of  the  mountain  bee 

The  scent  of  Hawthorn  flow'rs  J 
Could  those  days,  &c. 
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